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CHAPTER    I 

PRINCIPALLY  CONCERNS 
AN  ISLAND,  A  GIRL, 
AND  A  GLOVED  HAND 


JOBBER. 


CHAPTER  I 

PRINCIPALLY     CONCERNS     AN     ISLAND,     A 
GIRL,   AND   A   GLOVED   HAND 

T  TNDER  a  sky    of    flaming    bronze, 

^^      merging   into   dull   pewter   as   it 

neared   the   horizon,    and   on   the   blue 

mirror  of  a  sea  that  reflected  and  in- 

11 
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tensified  the  sun's  rays  into  a  blinding 
glare,  a  trim,  white  cutter  felt  her  way 
round  the  barrier  reef  of  an  islet  in  the 
Fiji  group. 

Aboard  her  two  men  sat  silent  and 
motionless,  one  at  the  tiller,  the  other  in 
the  bows,  watching  the  palm-fringed 
slopes  glide  by  like  the  slow  unrolling 
of  some  exquisitely  tinted  canvas.  But 
no  appreciation  of  the  beautiful  looked 
out  of  then*  puckered  eyes  that  for  two 
months  had  seen  nothing  but  just  such 
seas,  and  just  such  islets  sprouting  from 
them  ;  only  the  grim,  speculative  scrutiny 
of  traders  approaching  terra  incognita. 

"  Nit,"  said  the  man  at  the  tiller, 
and  resumed  the  methodical  munching 
of  a  quid  of  tobacco.  He  was  short, 
thick-set  and  heavily  featured,  with  an 
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expression  of  habitual  truculence  as  of 
one  who  has  found  the  battle  of  life  a 
tough  contest  and  bears  it  a  grudge  in 
consequence.  His  very  beard  seemed 
on  the  defensive,  protruding  trim  and 
auburn  from  his  heavy  jaws,  outward, 
and  slightly  upward. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  other  doubt 
fully. 

There  was  a  harsh  rasping,  a  slow 
check,  and  the  auxiliary  motor  chugged 
impotently.  The  man  at  the  tiller 
swore,  for  the  cutter  had  slithered 
comfortably  on  to  the  reef  for  the  third 
time  in  the  last  hour,  and  it  was  necessary 
to  again  climb  overboard  and  shoulder 
her  off :  moreover,  it  was  too  reminis 
cent  of  the  incident  that  had  cost  him 
his  certificate  two  years  ago — true, 
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he  had  been  drunk  in  his  berth  at  the 
time — but  since  then  raspings  of  any 
kind  had  a  demoralizing  effect  on  ex- 
Captain  Gape. 

Drummond  struggled  wearily  to  his 
feet  in  the  bows,  where  he  had  been  on 
the  look-out  for  the  last  three  hours, 
and  said  nothing,  partly  because  he  was 
the  owner,  and  it  was  his  own  idea  to 
trade  for  copra  among  the  less  fre 
quented  islands  of  the  group,  and  partly 
because  in  the  course  of  a  short  but 
varied  career  he  had  learnt  that  on 
certain  occasions  words  are  worse  than 
useless. 

He  was  hardly  more  than  a  boy  in 
years,  but  hard-earned  experience  was 
written  in  his  lean,  mahogany-coloured 
face  with  its  faint  lines  about  the  eyes 
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and  mouth  and  forehead,  its  square  jaw 
and  firm-set  mouth.  Neither  the  half- 
inch  stubble  on  his  chin  nor  the  dilapi 
dated  condition  of  his  ducks  succeeded 
in  hiding  the  fact  that  he  was  a  gentle 
man,  as  he  stood  shading  his  eyes  from 
the  glare  and  searching  for  a  sign  of 
life  on  the  coral  beach  to  starboard. 

Glistening  white  sea  birds  wheeled 
and  cried  above  it :  cocoanut  palms 
fringed  its  edge,  nodding  stately  ap 
proval  of  the  beauty  of  their  world,  and 
guarding  the  vivid  green  terraces  beyond, 
but  of  human  habitation  there  was  not 
a  sign. 

With  tacit  consent  the  two  men 
clambered  overboard  and  worked  waist- 
deep  in  luke-warm  water,  splashing 
straining  for  a  good  half-hour  before 
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the  cutter  eased  off  into  deep  water. 
It  was  noon  before  they  had  found  the 
channel  in  the  reef,  scraped  through 
it  by  a  bare  six  inches  and  landed  in  the 
tiny  dinghy. 

They  stood  for  a  moment,  mopping 
their  solar  topees  in  the  dank  shade  of  a 
mangrove  swamp,  but  neither  of  them 
spoke.  There  was  something  ominous 
in  the  scarcity  of  words  between  them  ; 
it  was  not  the  silence  of  understanding, 
but  rather  of  strained  relations  and 
chariness  of  speech  to  avoid  an  open 
rupture. 

"  Looks  uncommonly  like  another 
blank,"  said  Drummond,  with  forced 
cheerfulness.  "  Might  as  well  try  our 
luck  though :  follow  the  beach,"  and 
he  turned  on  his  heel. 
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Gape  opened  his  mouth  to  speak, 
closed  it  again,  and  stood  with  his 
stocky  legs  apart  watching  the  retreating 
figure  until  it  was  hidden  by  a  curve  of 
the  beach ;  then  he  sat  on  a  fallen  palm 
trunk  and  allowed  his  glance  to  travel 
between  the  anchored  cutter  and  the 
magazine  of  his  well-kept  Winchester. 

Drummond  trudged  on  through  the 
sand,  his  thoughts  keeping  him  doleful 
company.  The  present  venture  looked 
like  turning  out  the  inevitable  semi- 
success  that  seemed  fated  to  attend  his 
every  effort.  He  would  make  expenses 
— just  enough  to  keep  him  plodding  in 
the  same  hand-to-mouth  groove  that 
he  had  traversed  for  the  past  ten  years — 
but  this  was  not  worrying  him  greatly,  he 
was  used  to  it :  it  was  Gape.  The  man 
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disliked  him,  and  it  is  not  pleasant  to 
be  disliked  by  one's  sole  companion  in 
a  cockleshell  cutter  in  the  South  Pacific, 
especially  when  the  aforesaid  cutter 
and  the  safe  in  its  cabin  represent  the 
sum  total  of  one's  worldly  belongings. 

He  continued  his  way,  skirting  the 
swamp  until  he  came  to  a  wooded 
headland  running  down  to  the  sea, 
where  he  was  forced  to  plunge  into  the 
mangroves  and  pick  his  way  through 
tangled  brush  ankle  deep  in  oozing  black 
mud. 

He  was  on  the  point  of  stumbling  out 
on  to  the  beach  on  the  further  side 
when  he  came  to  an  abrupt  standstill, 
mentally  demanding  if  he  were  delirious 
or  whether  he  actually  saw  a  neat  little 
jetty  running  out  into  the  sea?  with  an 


-  .  ••  -  *n  *  • 


"  She  shot  like  a  nr.eteor  for  shore,  borne  on  a  cascade  of  foam." 
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equally  neat  launch  moored  at  its  side, 
and  whether  it  was  a  mermaid  or  one 
of  flesh  and  blood  sporting  in  the  surf 
not  a  hundred  yards  distant. 

The  latter  wore  a  trim,  blue  bathing 
dress,  and  pushed  a  surf  board  in  front 
of  her — mermaids  and  surf  boards  were 
surely  incompatible.  He  watched  her, 
transfixed.  She  waited  for  a  gigantic 
breaker  from  the  reef,  that  it  seemed 
must  surely  catch  and  dash  her  bruised 
and  senseless  on  the  beach,  then  leapt  on 
to  the  board,  first  lying,  then  kneeling, 
then  standing,  as  she  shot  like  a  meteor 
for  shore,  borne  on  a  cascade  of  foam. 

Carrying  the  board  high  on  to  the 
beach,  she  lay  in  the  hot  sand  sunning 
herself,  while  for  the  third  time  Drum- 
mond  asked  himself  what  he  ought  to 
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do,  and  answered  the  question  by  cran 
ing  his  neck  round  a  mangrove  trunk 
and  remaining  where  he  was. 

There  were  palpably  only  two  courses 
open — to  advance  or  retreat — and  as, 
after  due  deliberation,  he  determined 
there  was  really  no  cause  for  the  latter, 
he  stepped  from  shelter. 

An  expression  of  amazement,  almost 
horror,  flashed  into  the  piquant  little 
sun-kissed  face  that  looked  up  into  his 
as  the  guTs  hands  leapt  to  the  short  blue 
skirt  and  tugged  its  damp  folds  to 
greater  length. 

"  I  hope  you'll  pardon   me "   he 

began. 

"  Who  are  you,"  she  gasped,  "  and 
what  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

"  A  trader,  after  copra  and  a  camping 
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ground,"  he  replied,  noting  that  she 
was  brown  from  head  to  foot — her  face, 
her  arms,  her  bare  legs,  even  her  hair 
and  eyes — all  a  soft,  velvety  brown. 

"  But — but  how  did  you  get  here  ?  " 

"  My  cutter,"  he  explained,  "  is 
anchored  off  the  beach  beyond  the 
mangroves."  She  had  a  grave,  rather 
large  mouth,  framed  with  full  red  lips. 

"  But  this  is  my  father's  property : 
no  one  can  come  here." 

"  I'm  sorry  for  them,"  said  Drummond 
— yes,  her  eyes  were  brown,  the  brown 
of  English  wall  flowers,  and  their  lashes 
still  glistened  with  brine.  Her  figure — 
here  he  noticed  that  there  was  still 
genuine  trouble  in  her  eyes. 

"  I  hope  I'm  not  seriously  incon 
veniencing  you,  I  mean  my  being  here," 
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he  suggested.  "  I'm  quite  harmless." 
But  the  assurance  failed  to  convey 
relief ;  the  little  brown  girl  surveyed 
him  with  frank  misgiving. 

"  Mayn't  I  camp  here  ?  "  he  pleaded 
humbly,  "  If  you  only  knew  how  sick  I 
am  of  the  cutter — " 

"  Y-e-s,  I  suppose  so,"  she  conceded — 
"  I  mean  yes,  of  course,  but — you  won't 
stay  long  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  away  at  daylight  to 
morrow  ;  but  what  a  heavenly  place  you 
have  here,"  he  added,  gazing  away  to 
wards  the  white  line  of  foam  that  marked 
the  reef  out  at  sea,  the  while  acutely 
conscious  of  a  severe  scrutiny  sweeping 
him  from  battered  solar  topee  to  muddy 
ducks. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  she  said  absently. 
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"  Who  could  think  otherwise  ?  "  he 
demanded  warmly.  "  It's  a  place — well, 
a  place  to  dream  of." 

"  Places  that  are  nice  to  dream  of  are 
not  always  so  nice  to  live  in,"  she  said 
with  sudden  gravity. 

"  But  not  for  a  time  ?  "  Drummond 
persisted.  "  Surely  after  the  din  and 
hubbub  of  the  outside  world  this  must 
be  a  perfect  haven  of  refuge." 

"  It  might,"  admitted  the  little  brown 
girl  wearily,  "  but  you  see  I  have  never 
experienced  the  din  and  hubbub,  so  the 
contrast  is  lost  on  me." 

"  Then  you  have  never  been " 

"  I  have  not  been  off  this  island  since 
I  can  remember,"  she  said  deliberately, 
"  and— and  I  hate  it !  " 

The    concentrated    bittemess    in    the 
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last  words  left  Drummond  speechless. 
His  eye  swept  the  mangrove  swamp, 
the  sand,  the  blue  Pacific,  the  reef,  then 
returned  to  the  mangrove  swamp,  and 
he  thought  he  understood. 

"  But  why "  he  began,  and  checked 

himself. 

"  The  question  is  quite  natural,"  she 
said.  "  My  father  is  an  invalid,  and  I 
take  care  of  him ;  it  is  impossible  for 
either  of  us  to  leave.  You  must  think 
me  an  extraordinary  person,"  she  added, 
with  a  humorous  twinkle  in  the  depths 
of  her  brown  eyes.  "  Here  am  I  in  a 
bathing  dress,  unburdening  my  family 
woes  to  a  perfect  stranger  inside  of  ten 
minutes'  acquaintance ;  but  you  must 
make  allowances  for  hermits  when  they 
get  in  touch  with  the  outside  world." 
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"  I  ask  nothing  better  than  the  part 
of  father  confessor,"  Drummond  averred. 
"  Please  go  on."  Here  was  a  puzzle, 
and  he  was  fond  of  puzzles.  In  the 
first  place,  what  in  Heaven's  name  was 
a  little  brown  girl  doing  there  at  all  ? 
In  the  second,  she  neither  gushed  nor 
assumed  dignity,  and  she  was  certainly 
not  over  nineteen — naturalness  at  nine 
teen  !  He  told  himself  it  was  refresh 
ing,  and  lay  at  greater  length  in  the 
sand  at  her  feet. 

Metaphorically,  and  very  gingerly  he 
held  out  his  hand,  and  was  led,  at  first 
falteringly,  then  with  greater  confidence, 
and  finally  almost  hurried  through  the 
highways,  by-paths  and  blind  alleys, 
sometimes  mystifying,  sometimes  en 
lightening,  always  enthralling,  that  thread 
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the  mind  of  a  young  girl  unspoiled  by 
contamination  with  present-day  civili 
sation,  sweet-smelling  avenues  whose 
very  existence  he  had  never  imagined- 

The  sun  was  sinking,  blood  red,  lower 
and  lower  beyond  the  cocoaunt  palms, 
and  save  for  the  intermittent  boom  of 
the  surf  out  at  the  reef  the  world  seemed 
sinking  into  the  serene  sleep  of  the 
tropics,  when  suddenly  he  discerned  the 
tall  figure  of  a  man  clearly  outlined 
against  the  mangrove  bush  behind  them. 
He  rose  hastily,  and  the  little  brown 
girl  turned,  the  red  blood  surging  from 
neck  to  brow. 

"  There's  father,"  she  said  hurriedly. 
"  I  must  go." 

A  few  yards  away  she  turned  and  held 
out  her  hand. 
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"  Good-bye,"  she  said,  smiling  into 
his  eyes.  "I'm  afraid  I've  done  a 
terrible  lot  of  talking." 

"  Only  enough  to  whet  my  appetite," 
Drummond  protested.  "  May  I  see  you 
again  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not,"  she  said,  with  a 
hint  of  regret  that  Drummond  grasped 
and  held. 

"  Why "  he  began,  but  she  was  gone. 

He  watched  the  blue  bathing  dress 
and  white  ducks  disappear  together 
into  the  mangroves,  and  turned  to  the 
Pacific  for  sympathy. 

"  Why,"  he  repeated,  "  why  in 
thunder  is  it  impossible  ?  What  is  a 
father — invalid  or  no  invalid — who  keeps 
—that,  caged  in  a  hole  like  this  ?  What 
is  he  but  a  miser,  a  self-centred " 
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"  Would  you  care  to  come  up  to  the 
house  ?  " 

The  voice,  phlegmatic,  deliberate, 
breaking  in  on  his  fervid  reflections 
like  a  cold  douche,  came  from  behind 
him,  and  he  turned  to  find  himself 
looking  into  a  pair  of  hard,  calculat 
ing  grey  eJes  that  seemed  to  be 
leisurely  but  thoroughly  searching  for 
his  soul. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Drummond. 
This,  then,  was  the  father.  He  dis 
liked  him  on  the  instant.  Tall,  broad- 
shouldered,  erect,  with  a  sun-tanned, 
virile  face  strikingly  set  off  by  iron-grey 
hair  and  moustache  :  in  vain  he  searched 
for  traces  of  the  invalid. 

He  followed  him  across  the  sand, 
noting  the  elastic  step,  the  easy  swing 
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from  the  hips,  then  suddenly  his  eye  fell 
on  the  man's  right  hand ;  it  was  neatly 
gloved,  and  had  a  strangely  lifeless 
appearance.  This  discovery,  small  in 
itself,  affected  Drummond  more  than  he 
could  have  thought  possible :  it  drew 
his  eyes  like  a  magnet,  attracting  yet 
revolting. 

The  two  men  entered  a  narrow  path 
way  bridging  the  swamp  before  either 
of  them  spoke,  then  the  girl's  father 
faced  Drummond  with  his  penetrating 
eyes. 

"  My  name  is  Hetherington,"  he  said, 
in  the  same  colourless  voice,  "  and 
yours  ?  " 

Drummond  mentioned  his  own,  ex 
tending  his  hand  mechanically. 

The  hard  lines  of  the  other's  mouth  set 
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in  a  travesty  of  a  smile  as  he  indicated 
his  gloved  hand. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  can't  shake,"  he  said, 
"  my  hand  is  out  of  commission."  But 
he  offered  no  explanation,  and  together 
they  passed  on  up  a  narrow  avenue  of 
cocoanut  palms  and  hibiscus  bushes  to 
a  low,  rambling  bungalow,  spotlessly 
white  from  roof  to  foundation. 

For  the  first  time  Drummond  re 
membered  Gape. 

"  My  captain "  he  began. 

"  Your  captain  has  already  found 
us,"  said  the  other. 
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'TT^HERE  are  limitations  even  to 
•••  studied  idleness.  Gape  had  slept 
and  he  had  smoked  ;  it  remained  for 
him  to  walk,  which  he  did,  leisurely 
following  the  curve  of  the  beach  for 
perhaps  half  a  mile  before  he  came  to 
an  open  clearing  where  a  native  girl 
squatted  at  work  in  a  taro  patch.  She 
wore  a  festoon  of  seed  necklaces  and 
a  trim,  white  sulu  —  far  too  trim  for  the 
average  Fijian  woman,  as  Gape  noticed  — 
and  seemed  not  in  the  least  disturbed  at 
his  approach. 


34    THE  RECIPE  FOR  RUBBER 

"  Sayadra,1"  said  the  ex-Captain. 

"  Good-day,"  she  replied  in  English, 
her  large,  bovine  eyes  regarding  him  with 
frank  suspicion. 

"  Where  are  your  men  ?  "  Gape  de 
manded. 

"  My  father  work  for  Missi  Herito," 
she  answered. 

"  But  your  men,  your   village,  where 

are  they  ?  " 

"  My  village  on  Ovalou,"  said  the 
girl.  "  This  Missi  Herito  island :  no 
village,  no  man  here." 

Gape  grinned  engagingly.  He  was 
the  victim  of  a  deep-seated  belief  that 
he  had  a  way  with  women. 

"  That's  too  bad,"  he  observed,  "  too 
bad  altogether ;      do  you  know  you're 
an  uncommon  pretty  girl  ?  " 
1  Good  day. 
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The  object  of  his  admiration  regarded 
him  without  emotion, 
i    "  Yes,"  she  admitted. 

"  And  you  know  what  pretty  girls  are 
made  for  ?  " 

"  Yes," 

"  Not  to  live  on  an  island  in  the 
middle  of  the  sea,"  he  informed  her, 
"  not  by  a  jug  full ;  they're  made  to 
marry  white  men  and  wear  rings  and 
wrappers." 

Even  the  vision  of  her  true  heritage, 
as  outlined  by  Gape,  failed  to  disturb 
the  girl's  equanimity.  She  took  a  dank 
whisp  of  tobacco  from  behind  her  ear,  a 
piece  of  dried  banana  leaf  from  some 
hidden  depository  in  her  sulu,  and 
proceeded  to  roll  herself  a  cigarette. 

From  the  depths  of  a  trouser  pocket 
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Gape  extricated  a  massive  brass  ring 
that  had  done  yeoman  service  in  the  past, 
and  watched  its  glint  in  the  suri-light 
with  meditative  admiration. 

"  Something  after  this  style,"  he 
explained. 

The  girl  glanced  in  its  direction,  then 
out  over  the  Pacific,  and  yawned.  Gape 
frowned  and  took  a  seat  in  the  grass 
with  his  rifle  across  his  knees. 

"  Sit  down  here,"  he  said,  thumping 
the  ground  at  his  side  with  a  hairy  fist, 
and  there  was  something  in  his  voice  that 
made  the  girl  draw  back.  "  D'you 
hear  ?  "  he  insisted,  and  she  obeyed.  He 
turned  and  faced  her  squarely. 

"  You're  mighty  independent,"  he 
said.  "  What's  the  matter  with  me, 
anyway  ?  " 
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The  girl  wriggled  her  toes  and  watched 
their  movements  with  interest. 

"  No  matter,"  she  conceded. 

"  Aw,  spit  it  out,"  snapped  Gape. 
"  I  wouldn't  hurt  you." 

She  shot  him  a  sidelong  glance  that 
told  him  he  lied. 

"  No  matter,"  she  repeated  evenly. 

"  Then  that's  all  right." 

By  some  recondite  process  of  reason 
ing  the  ex-Captain  found  comfort  in 
an  assurance  that  he  knew  to  lack 
spontaneity  as  well  as  truth. 

"  Now,  listen  here,"  he  said.  "  I 
want  to  know  all  about  this  Missi 
Herito  and  his  precious  island,  and 
you're  going  to  tell  me  like  a  good  girl. 
What  does  he  do  with  himself  away 
here  ?  " 
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"  Missi  Herito  do  many  things,"  she 
replied  with  dignity. 

"  Well,  well,  who'd  have  thought 
it  ?  "  commented  Gape,  tugging  thought 
fully  at  his  beard  ;  "  but  yes,  I  suppose 
he  does  smoke  and  read,  and  read  and 
smoke,  and  maybe  watch  a  few  bananas 
grow." 

The  girl  sniffed. 

"  He  make  music,"  she  said,  "  and 
pictures,  and  smells." 

Gape  was  duly  impressed. 

"  Smells  ?  "  he  suggested. 

"  Many  smells,  of  fire,  and  bad  fish 
and  flowers." 

The  ex-Captain  poked  playfully  at 
the  girl's  toes  with  the  butt  of  his  rifle. 

"  You  don't  say  ?  "  he  reflected. 
"Must  be  pleasant  about  the  house." 
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"  Smells  in  house — no,"  she  objected  ; 
"  smells  in  smell  house." 

"  Ah,  of  course,  and  where's  the 
smell  house  ?  " 

"  No  one  go  in  smell  house,"  said  the 
girl,  her  glance  instinctively  turning  in 
its  direction.  "  Missi  Herito  say." 

She  rose  slowly  and  stood  with  her 
hands  clasped  behind  her  head,  stretching 
like  some  luxurious  cat  in  the  sun 
shine. 

Gape  regarded  her  appreciatively. 

"  You're  a  good  girl,"  he  conceded 
graciously.  "  What's  your  name  ?  " 

"  Marama." 

He  struggled  to  his  feet. 

"  Marama,  eh  ;  well  Marama,  maybe 
we'll  meet  again,  maybe  we  won't : 
anyway,  you're  all  right,  and  you  can 
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have  the  ring,  all  the  way  from  Beritania 
Levu1;  let's  put  it  on." 

She  held  out  her  hand,  the  brown 
fingers  spread  wide,  and  Gape  slipped  it 
on  the  third  finger. 

"  You're  all  right,"  he  repeated  re 
assuringly,  patting  her  sleek  shoulder. 
"  Samoce,2  Marama." 

The  girl  watched  his  squat  figure 
passing  up  the  narrow  path  leading  from 
the  taro  patch,  then  glanced  at  the  ring. 
It  shone  with  surprising  lustre :  Gape 
turned  to  see  her  studying  it  with  a  pout 
and  her  head  at  an  angle  before  she 
slipped  it  from  her  finger  and  threaded 
it  with  tobacco  leaf. 

He  followed  the  main  path  until  he 
came  to  a  faint  track  leading  into  it,  and 

1  Great  Britain.  2  Good  bye. 
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this,  with  the  unfailing  instinct  of  the 
man  with  an  eye  to  the  main  chance,  he 
followed  into  the  heart  of  the  bush,  it 
being  one  of  the  few  principles  of  his 
unprincipled  career  to  take  unlikely 
paths — practically  as  well  as  theoretically. 

After  stumbling  through  winding  and 
apparently  endless  avenues  of  under 
brush,  he  emerged  on  the  shore  of  a 
lagoon  and  came  to  an  enforced  halt, 
mopping  his  solar  topee,  and  muttering 
maledictions  on  the  fairy-like  beauty 
about  him. 

It  was  almost  too  perfectly  ordered  to 
be  the  work  of  nature,  yet  no  other 
power  could  have  moulded  the  coral 
basin  of  the  lake  into  its  perfect  oval, 
fringed  it  with  its  medley  of  stately 
palms,  tree  ferns  and  flaming  hibiscus 
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bushes,  or  formed  the  tiny  islet  exactly 
in  the  midst  of  its  still,  clear  waters. 

But  Gape  was  occupied  with  another 
problem.  The  track  he  had  followed 
ended  at  the  water's  edge.  He  cast  about 
him  like  a  hound  that  has  lost  the  scent, 
then,  finding  the  water  only  knee  deep, 
waded  across  to  the  island  and  at  last 
reached  the  door  of  a  corrugated  iron 
shed. 

It  was  painted  green,  and  so  over 
grown  with  creepers  as  to  be  quite  in 
discernible  from  the  shore.  The  door 
was  securely  locked  and  the  one  window 
shuttered,  two  facts  that  to  Gape 
constituted  not  only  unnecessary  pre 
cautions  on  an  island  in  the  South 
Pacific,  but  a  personal  affront.  The 
padlock  was  a  good  one,  but  the  window 
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was  ill-fitting,  and  he  carried  a  knife 
replete  with  weird  tools  of  his  own 
design ;  so  that  in  rather  less  than  three 
minutes  he  was  inside  and  making  a 
leisurely  investigation. 

At  first  glance  the  place  appeared  to 
be  a  depository  for  anything  from 
broken  bottles  to  banana  skins,  but  at 
the  far  end  there  was  some  pretence  of 
orderliness  and  purpose.  On  the  wall 
was  a  rack  containing  perhaps  a  dozen 
empty  bottles,  and  below  it  a  narrow 
wooden  bench  supporting  a  few  broken 
test  tubes,  a  couple  of  retorts  and  a  large 
mortar  filled  with  a  solidified,  dull  black 
substance.  This  last  puzzled  Gape : 
he  smelt  it,  prodded  it  with  his  thumb, 
and  finally  held  the  mortar  inverted 
over  the  bench.  The  mass  fell  from  it  in  a 
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perfect  mould,  struck  the  bench  with  a 
dull  sound,  and  bounded  to  the  floor, 
where  it  bounced  at  an  angle  and  rolled 
to  his  feet. 

He  picked  it  up  and  held  it  to  the 
light,  stretching  its  edge  between  a 
stocky  finger  and  thumb,  till  it  slipped 
from  between  them  and  resumed  its 
normal  shape. 

Gape  thought.  He  was  still  thinking 
as  he  placed  the  mortar  exactly  where 
he  had  found  it,  as  also  the  window,  and 
retraced  his  steps  down  the  bush  track. 

Half  an  hour  later  he  was  sitting  in  a 
wicker  chair  on  the  verandah  of  Hether- 
ington's  bungalow.  His  reception  had 
hardly  been  cordial,  but  this  he  saw  fit 
to  ignore :  he  had  been  received,  as  is 
any  stranger  in  hospitable  Fiji,  his  chair 
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was  comfortable,  the  verandah  cool,  and 
his  owner  could  hardly  sail  without  him ; 
these  salient  points  were  satisfactory, 
and  little  beyond  them  troubled  him — 
except  his  host.  Gape  was  incapable  of 
respect — it  is  contrary  to  some  natures — 
but  he  was  conscious,  in  a  manner  far 
too  subtle  for  his  analysis,  that  this  tall 
man  with  the  gloved  hand  and  piercing 
eyes  was  his  superior,  and  the  new 
sensation  rankled.  Moreover,  he  had 
noticed  that  his  host  was  bare-footed 
when  they  had  met,  and  that  his  trousers, 
rolled  to  the  knee,  were  splashed  with 
water :  it  remained  a  subject  for 
speculation  how  long  duck  took  to  dry, 
and  whether  there  were  waters  on  the 
island  other  than  those  of  the  lagoon  that 
required  wading  knee-deep. 
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A    DINNER,     A     DISCUSSION     AND     A     DIS 
COVERY 

^l  T  THEN  the  two  men  came  up  the 
winding  path  from  the  beach,  the 
little  brown  girl,  in  a  plain,  white  wrap 
per,  came  out  to  meet  them,  and  her 
smile  of  welcome  puzzled  Drummond. 
Behind  the  genuine  pleasure  of  it  lurked 
evident  anxiety,  and  her  eyes  never 
rested  for  long  on  any  object  without 
reverting  to  the  tall  figure  of  her  father. 
Again  Drummond  marked  his  clean- 

45*  n 
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cut  limbs  and  healthy  complexion,  and 
wondered  vaguely. 

"  Of  course  you'll  stay,"  said  Hether- 
ington,  when  they  were  all  seated  on  the 
verandah.  "  You  must  have  had  enough 
of  that  cutter  to  be  going  on  with,  if  I 
know  anything." 

"  It's  good  of  you,"  said  Drummond, 
«  but " 

"  Then  that's  settled.  We  have  din 
ner  when  the  cook  sees  fit  to  give  it  us, 
but  it  can't  be  far  off  now.  Which  will 
you  have  first,  a  bath  or  a  drink  ?  " 

By  the  time  the  visitors  had  bathed 
in  a  pool  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and 
changed  into  the  nearest  approach  to 
clean  ducks  either  of  them  possessed, 
the  meal  was  ready. 

It  was  plain,  but  uncommonly  good 


DINNER— DISCOVERY        51 

for  the  islands;  and  during  it  Hether- 
ington  seemed  to  lose  some  of  his  taci 
turnity,  chatting  freely  on  topics  of 
general  interest  but  avoiding  any  refer 
ence  to  himself  or  his  affairs.  Despite 
this,  however,  there  hovered  in  the  air 
an  uncomfortable  restraint  that  Drum- 
mond  tried  in  vain  to  disperse  with  a 
wanderer's  anecdotes;  and  long  before 
the  meal  was  over  he  became  conscious 
of  an  unaccountable  but  overwhelming 
desire  to  rush  into  the  open  and  breathe 
deep  draughts  of  fresh  air  in  preference 
to  the  excellent  wine  at  the  side  of  his 
plate. 

"  And  now,"  said  Hetherington,  break 
ing  one  of  the  vaguely  embarrassing 
pauses,  "  now  that  you  have  been  twice 
round  the  world,  and  seen  more  in  ten 
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years  than  most  of  us  can  in  a  life  time, 
what  is  your  opinion  of  our  poor  little 
Fiji  ?  " 

"  It  seems  to  me  anything  but  poor," 
replied  Drummond.  "  From  its  position 
it  is  the  metropolis  of  the  South  Pacific, 
and  always  must  be ;  it  is  in  the  direct 
Panama  Canal  route  ;  it  has  a  respect 
able  climate,  and  will  grow  almost  any 
thing.  Why  capitalists  flock  to  Canada 
where  one  is  alternately  frozen  and 
scorched,  and  leave  Fiji  to  Jews,  Scots 
men  and  Americans,  I  fail  to  see. 
Then,  the  West  Coast,  the  Malay  States 
and  Ceylon,"  he  added,  warming  to  his 
subject;  "  people  seem  to  imagine  those 
are  the  only  places  where  rubber  will 
grow — it  will  grow  as  well  here  in  Fiji 
as  in  any  fever-ridden  spot  on  the  map." 
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"  Ah,  and  how  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

Hetherington  was  thoughtfully  twist 
ing  his  wine  glass  on  the  tablecloth. 

"  I  have  seen  it  growing." 

"  And  bearing  ?  " 

"  No,  at  present  the  oldest  plant  on  the 
island  is  three  years,  but  it  gives  every 
promise,  so  much  promise  that  all  the 
planters  in  the  wet  districts  are  tackling 
it." 

Hetherington's  mouth  twisted  into  his 
sardonic  smile. 

"  You're  a  firm  believer  in  rubber  ?  5! 

"  Naturally ;  the  world  must  have 
it,  and  in  ever-increasing  quantities ; 
the  demand  is  unlimited  and  the  supply 
restricted,  what  further  incentive  is 
needed  by  the  producer  ?  " 

Hetherington  scraped  the  bread  crumbs 
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at  the  side  of  his  plate  into  a  neat 
pyramid  with  his  ungloved  hand. 

"  I  have  read  of  substitutes,"  he  said. 

Drummond  laughed  airily.  The  sub 
ject  was  a  pet  one  with  him. 

"  The  only  one  up  to  the  present 
costs  a  great  deal  more  to  produce  than 
the  genuine  article,"  he  answered. 

"  But  there  is  the  possibility." 

"  Oh  yes ;  a  thousand-to-one  chance 
that  I,  for  one,  should  like  to  be  in  a 
position  to  take,  with  a  good  block  of 
land  and  a  few  thousand  trees." 

"  I  have  often  wondered,"  he  added, 
after  a  pause,  "  just  what  would  happen 
if  a  substitute  were  found." 

"  Have  you  ?  "  Hetherington  leant 
forward  over  the  table  with  the  first  hint 
of  genuine  interest  Drummond  had  seen 
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him  display.  "  And  what  is  your  ver 
sion  ?  " 

The  little  brown  girl  had  hardly  spoken 
the  entire  evening.  She  sat,  eating 
little,  but  listening  with  keen  interest  to 
the  spasmodic  conversation;  and  to  Drum- 
mond  it  seemed  that  her  ease  of  manner 
— her  individuality  almost — evaporated 
in  her  father's  presence.  He  found  it 
difficult  to  recognize  in  this  cold  and 
diffident  girl  the  chattering  child  of 
the  sun  and  sea  he  had  met  a  few  hours 
before. 

She  rose  now,  still  in  silence,  and 
brought  them  cigars  from  a  side  table, 
then,  lighting  a  match,  held  it  for  her 
father.  This  was  evidently  an  old  cus 
tom,  but  Drummond  thought  he  dis 
cerned  in  her  manner  a  distaste  for  the 
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task,  and  when  Hetherington  put  up  his 
gloved  hand  and  held  hers  to  steady 
the  flame,  he  was  certain  of  it.  She 
shrank  perceptibly ;  and  the  man  looked 
up  at  her  with  a  whimsical,  challenging 
smile  that  was  unaccountably  revolt 
ing.  Drummond  took  a  deep  draught 
of  wine  and  told  himself  not  to  be  a 
fool ;  but,  wlien  a  few  minutes  later  she 
left  the  room,  a  slim,  white  figure  glid 
ing  almost  noiselessly  over  the  matting 
of  the  floor — he  was  conscious  of  a  dis 
tinct  sense  of  relief. 

Gape  had  given  his  undivided  atten 
tion  to  the  first  square  meal  he  had 
tasted  for  over  a  month,  and  now  leant 
back  in  his  chair  smoking  good  tobacco 
with  equal  appetite.  He  knew  that 
his  face  betrayed  nothing  of  the  elation 
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he  felt,  engendered  by  an  idea  that  had 
struck  him  earlier  in  the  evening  with 
the  suddenness  of  a  thunderclap — an 
idea,  the  magnitude  of  which  had,  at 
the  moment  of  its  conception,  arrested 
a  fork-full  of  turtle  steak  midway  be 
tween  his  plate  and  his  open  mouth, 
and  now  held  him  spell-bound  with  its 
possibilities — he  had  played  too  many 
games  of  bluff  for  that,  but  for  some 
reason  he  found  it  difficult  to  meet  his 
host's  piercing  gaze  which  more  than 
once  he  knew  to  be  trained  upon  him. 
He  felt  it  now,  and  with  a  courage  born 
of  the  last  glass  of  wine,  met  it  defi 
antly. 

Hetherington  was  standing  behind 
Drummond's  chair,  slowly  stirring  a 
tanoa  bowl  of  kava  on  a  side  table,  but 
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looking  at  Gape  with  a  steady,  all-seeing 
scrutiny  that  forced  the  ex-Captain  to 
change  the  position  of  his  legs  and  give 
unnecessary  attention  to  his  cigar  ash. 

"  You  were  going  to  give  us  your  ver 
sion  of  the  results  of  a  rubber  substi 
tute,"  suggested  Hetherington ;  "  but  first 
let  me  give  you  some  kava — as  a  cooling 
tipple  I  have  yet  to  find  its  equal." 

He  filled  a  cocoanut  shell  with  the 
muddy-looking  fluid  and  passed  it  to 
his  guests,  who  drained  the  shell  at  a 
draught  in  true  Island  fashion. 

"  Yes,"  said  Drummond,  "  I  have 
often  thought  about  it,  but  the  immen 
sity  of  the  thing  is  a  bit  too  much  for  a 
layman's  imagination ;  it  needs  a  Jules 
Verne  to  do  it  justice.  Of  course,  one 
can  see  the  army  of  ruined  planters  and 


DINNER— DISCOVERY         59 

shareholders,  but  they  would  know  how 
to  take  their  medicine  :  it  would  be  in 
Throgmorton  and  Wall  Streets — especi 
ally  Wall  Street — where  pandemonium 
would  reign.  Can't  you  see  them  scut 
tling  into  their  burrows  like  startled 
rabbits,  shouting  over  telephones,  clutch 
ing  at  tapes,  and  bursting  collar  but 
tons  in  the  Pit  ?  Then,  I  suppose,  out 
of  it  all  would  rise  the  one  man,  the 
inventor  of  the  substitute — probably  some 
down-at-heel  chemist  in  a  back  street, 
who,  if  he  had  the  strength  of  mind, 
could  become  the  wealthiest  man  on 
the  face  of  the  globe,  but  who  would, 
more  probably,  sell  his  discovery  to 
the  first  bidder  and  retire  again  into 
obscurity — I  have  often  wondered  what 
that  man  would  do." 
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Hetherington  had  flung  himself  into 
one  of  the  wicker  chairs  with  which  the 
large,  airy  room  was  strewn,  and  leant 
back,  blowing  reflective  columns  of  smoke 
towards  the  raftered  ceiling. 

"  It  would  make  a  good  story,  wouldn't 
it  ?  "  he  mused.  "  A  splendid  story  :  one 
could  elaborate  and  make  some  med 
dling  fool  stumble  on  to  the  inventor's 
secret.  What  would  your  down-at-heel 
chemist  do  under  those  conditions  ?  " 

"  Murder  him,  I  should  think,"  said 
Drummond  cheerfully. 

"  I  suppose  that  would  be  the  best 
course,"  said  Hetherington,  smiling,  and 
turned  slowly  in  his  chair.  "  What  is 
your  opinion,  Captain  Gape  ?  " 

The  ex-Captain  sat  with  his  sturdy 
arms  folded  on  his  chest,  and  his  beard 
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thrust  ominously  forward.  He  turned 
at  the  question,  and  met  the  other's 
glance  squarely  for  the  first  time. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said.  "  Seems  to 
me  it  would  depend  a  good  bit  on  the 
meddlin'  fool — he  might  take  a  notion  to 
do  the  murdering  himself." 

To  Drummond's  surprise  Hetherington 
laughed  outright,  a  hard,  mirthless  sound. 

"  Why,  of  course !  "  he  exclaimed, 
"  that  never  occurred  to  us,  did  it,  Mr. 
Drummond  ?  " 

Gape  rose  with  some  abruptness,  and 
passed  out  on  to  the  verandah,  smoking 
rapaciously.  His  footsteps  could  be  heard 
descending  the  short  flight  of  wooden 
steps  and  dying  away  down  the  gravel 
path. 

Drummond  noticed  that  his  host  wa$ 
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smiling  amusedly  at  his  cigar  ash,  but 
he  had  ceased  to  wonder  at  anything  in 
connection  with  this  extraordinary  man 
of  moods  ;  he  only  knew  that  at  times 
he  found  him  repulsive  and  at  others 
almost  fascinating,  that  he  was  enjoy 
ing  an  unlooked-for  holiday  in  com 
fortable  surroundings,  and  that  the  little 
brown  girl  interested  him  more  than 
had  anything  for  a  very  long  time.  He 
was  in  the  habit  of  taking  things  as  he 
found  them,  and  in  this  instance  they 
were  entertaining. 

It  was  late  when  Hetherington  showed 
him  where  he  and  Gape  were  to  sleep, 
a  spacious,  airy  room  at  the  back  of  the 
house,  giving  directly  on  to  a  moon- 
bathed  slope  that  led  to  the  bathing 
pool. 
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"  I  should  be  very  pleased  if  you 
would  stay  a  few  days,"  he  said,  stand 
ing  in  the  open  doorway  ;  "we  have  so 
few  visitors." 

"  I  need  hardly  say  I  should  like  to," 
said  Drummond,  "  but  my  copra — " 

"  Can  wait,"  broke  in  Hetherington. 
"  Remember  the  Fijian's  motto — '  Ma- 
loua;' *  It  is  sometimes  a  good  one : 
life  is  short,  and  cutters  are  abominably 
uncomfortable.  Think  it  over.  Good 
night." 

An  hour  later  Drummond  was  still 
awake,  lying  on  one  of  the  huge,  mat- 
strewn  beds,  drowsily  watching  the  moon 
beams  quivering  on  the  banana  plants 
through  the  open  doorway,  and  half 
dreaming,  half  thinking  of  the  day's 
1  By  and  by. 
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happenings,  in  which  a  little  brown  girl 
in  a  blue  bathing  dress,  and  a  gloved 
hand  predominated,  when  Gape  entered 
the  room. 

By  the  angle  of  his  beard  Drummond 
could  see  there  was  something  new 
amiss  with  his  world.  The  ex-Captain 
almost  tore  the  boots  from  his  feet  and 
flung  them  noisily  into  a  corner ;  then, 
seeing  that  Drummond  refused  to  be 
disturbed,  he  went  over  to  his  bed  and 
shook  him  violently  by  the  arm. 

"  Say  !  "  he  hissed,  "  someone's  taken 
our  rifles  !  " 
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THBEE   DAYS   IN   EDEN  —  AND    AGAIN   THE 
GLOVED   HAND 


"  'T^ELL  me  what  the  world  is  going 
*-  to  do  to-day,"  said  the  little 
brown  girl. 

"  Worry,"  said  Drummond  ;  "  you  can 
always  be  sure  of  that.  " 

"  But  what  about  ?  " 

"  Money,  for  the  most  part  —  it  must 
have  money,  and  when  it  has  got  that, 
it  frets  about  other  things  :  there  is 
no  peace  —  over  there,"  he  nodded  out 
to  sea. 


a? 
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It  was  the  early  morning.  A  copper 
sun  crept  out  of  the  ocean,  and  they 
sat  side  by  side  on  the  beach  watching 
its  ascent. 

Three  days  had  passed — Drummond 
hardly  knew  how,  though  he  had  trea 
sured  every  moment  of  them  :  they  had 
gone,  that  was  all,  leaving  behind  them 
the  rarest  memories  of  his  life  and  an 
unprecedented  craving  for  more. 

For  the  rest — during  that  time, 
Hetherington  had  pleaded  ill  health  as 
an  excuse  for  remaining  in  the  room 
that  constituted  one  wing  of  the  ram 
bling  bungalow ;  Gape  wandered  at 
large — minus  his  rifle — or  sat  brood 
ing  over  his  pipe  on  the  verandah ; 
and  these  two  had  gone  together  where 
they  willed — surfing,  fishing  by  torch- 
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light,  or  hunting  for  the  delicate  fronds 
of  coral  on  the  reefs  about  the  island, 
and  for  Drummond  it  was  sufficient. 

The  soil  of  Eden  is  rich,  and  their 
friendship  had  been  a  plant  of  rapid 
growth;  but  although  he  felt  that  he 
knew  this  little  brown  girl  like  a  book — 
a  fascinatingly  rare  edition — one  ques 
tion  continued  to  present  itself. 

Mentally,  he  labelled  it  vulgar  curi 
osity,  and  thrust  it  assiduously  from  him, 
but  it  returned  with  a  persistency  out 
of  all  proportion  to  its  importance — why 
did  this  girl,  frank  and  outspoken  as  a 
boy  on  any  other  subject,  so  steadfastly 
avoid  any  reference  to  her  father  or 
his  ailment.  The  memory  of  the  man's 
gloved  hand  was  still  with  Drummond, 
and  it  filled  him  with  a  vague  unrest; 
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but  instinct  forbade  him  to  ask  the 
questions  concerning  it  that  rose  to  his 
lips  almost  every  hour  of  the  day.  And 
so  they  drifted  on  in  the  sunshine  of  the 
moment,  with  tacit  consent  avoiding  the 
shadows,  though  at  times  they  came  so 
near  that  Drummond  fancied  he  could 
see  them  reflected  in  the  face  of  the 
little  brown  girl. 

He  thought  he  discerned  them  now, 
as  she  sat  clasping  her  knees  and  gazing 
thoughtfully  out  over  them  towards 
the  crimsoning  horizon. 

"  And  you  think  there  is  peace  here," 
she  suggested,  after  a  long  silence. 

"  More  than  I  have  ever  found  be 
fore;"  said  Drummond,  "too  much  al 
most  ;  it's  demoralizing.  Look  at  me : 
I  came  here  chock  full  of  ambition,  and 
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now — I     don't    care    if    I    never  smell 
copra  again." 

"  Would  it  matter  much  if  you  never 
did  ?  " 

The  little  brown  girl  was  tracing  pat 
terns  in  the  sand  with  a  broken  shell. 

"  Matter  !  "  Drummond  looked  up  at 
her.     "  A  man  must  work." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  For  a  hundred  reasons  :    to  justify 
his  existence  for  one." 

"  It  seems  so  aimless,"  said  the  little 
brown  girl.  "  It's  like  going  through 
beautiful  country  blindfolded.  I  have 
only  read  about  it,  perhaps  if  I  had 
been  '  over  there  '  I  should  understand, 
but  why  do  men  slave  as  they  do  ?  " 
Drummond  leant  back  in  the  sand  with 
his  hands  interlocked  behind  his  head. 
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"  Some  of  them  to  live,"  he  said 
oracularly  ;  "  others  because  they  are 
the  victims  of  the  universal  disease — am 
bition.  They  long  for  wealth — not  al 
ways  as  a  means  to  any  definite  end — 
but  as  a  foundation  on  which  to  stand 
while  they  reach  for  more  wealth,  so 
that,  with  luck,  they  become  wealthy 
enough  to  make  double  the  amount  of 
money  with  half  the  effort." 

"  And  then  ?  " 

"  They  tire  of  it,  try  to  get  rid  of  it 
before  they  die." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  it  all,"  mused 
the  little  brown  girl ;  "  it  must  be 
amusing  if  it's  not  sad.  I  want  to  see 
lights  reflected  on  wet  pavements,  cabs 
and  newspaper  boys,  and  theatres  and 
restaurants  and  snow.  I've  read  about 
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them  and  read  about  them  till  I'm  tired — 
I  want  to  see  them.  I  want  to  go  up  the 
Strand  on  an  omnibus,"  she  ended  with 
the  finality  of  one  who  has  named  the 
apex  of  her  ambition. 

"  Some  day  you  will,"  said  Drum- 
mond. 

She  shook  her  head  slowly,  deliber 
ately,  then  turned  towards  him. 

"  What  makes  you  say  that  ?  "  she 
asked. 

"  Because  there  would  be  something 
wrong  with  the  world  if  you  did  not, 
and  there's  nothing  wrong  with  the 
world — it's  only  the  people  in  it." 

"  But  don't  they  make  the  world  ?  " 

"  Not  entirely,  thank  Heaven  :  as  a 
rule  they  make  hell — but  you  will  see. 
I'm  certain  of  it.  You  were  not  meant 
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for  this  always,  you  were  meant  for '  over 
there.'  " 

"  I  wonder,"  said  the  little  brown  girl, 
and  laughed,  suddenly  holding  out  two 
rounded  arms,  brown  as  berries. 

"  Can  you  see  these  in  evening  dress  ?  " 
she  demanded  defiantly. 

"  You  would  make  them  sit  up  '  over 
there,'  "  said  Drummond  gravely. 

An  answering  light  flashed  into  the 
girl's  eyes  that  he  recognized — it  was 
the  glint  of  battle  in  the  eyes  of  a  daugh 
ter  of  Eve — a  short  life-time  on  a  South 
Pacific  island  had  not  killed  its  inheri 
tance,  but  as  suddenly  it  was  gone. 

"  The  Kanaka  debutante,"  she  scoffed; 
"  they'd  want  to  stroke  me  !  " 

She  dug  her  toes  viciously  into  the 
sand,  and  tossed  the  hair  from  about 
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her  face  as  though  flinging  something 
from  her. 

"But  you,"  she  said,  "  what  were 
you  '  over  there'  ?  " 

"  A  failure,"  Drummond  answered. 
"  Don't  talk  about  it." 

"  But  I  want  to  talk  about  it.  The 
other  day  you  said  we  all  had  some  place 
to  fill  in  the  world — you  remember  ? 
Well,  what  is  yours  ?  r 

Drummond  flung  a  pebble  at  a  scurry 
ing  lizard. 

"  I'll  tell  you,"  he  said  deliberately. 
"  I  am  the  man  in  the  rut.  There  are 
millions  of  us  :  we  compose  the  greater 
part  of  civilized  humanity.  We  are 
fated  never  to  do  anything  worth  while. 
We  struggle  on  on  the  treadmill  of  life, 
climbing,  climbing,  and  then  look  back 
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to  find  ourselves  just  where  we  started. 
I  always  think  it  is  worse  than  failure  : 
you  can  at  least  distinguish  yourself 
by  going  to  the  bottom  in  record  time. 
Some  men  can  satisfy  themselves  with 
it ;  others  never  realize  it,  but  to  a  few 
this  mediocrity  is  a  curse  that  follows 
them  through  life,  and  I  am  one  of  these. 
Does  it  interest  you  ?  " 

The  little  brown  girl  nodded  her  head 
in  silence. 

"  In  my  case  it  started  at '  The  Hall,'  " 
he  went  on  more  slowly,  "  then  came 
the  deluge.  It  followed  me  to  Canada 
and  killed  half  my  cattle  in  one  winter. 
In  Australia  it  did  much  the  same  with 
my  sheep  in  a  drought.  In  South  Africa 
it  reduced  the  Cape  Mounted  Rifles 
when  I  had  been  with  them  two  years  : 
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it  beat  me  down  to  the  line  of  least  re 
sistance  and  I  came  to  The  Islands, 
where  of  course  it  has  followed  me, 
but — "  he  laughed  quietly,  "  sometimes 
— lately  especially — I  have  been  able 
to  laugh  at  it — it's  something  to  be  able 
to  laugh  at  a  curse,  isn't  it — but  here, 
I  believe  I  can  drop  to  the  second  level 
and  satisfy  myself  with  it." 

The  little  brown  girl  lay  flat  in  the  sand, 
her  eyes  fastened  on  Drummond's  face. 

"  But  it's  horrible,"  she  said,  "  you 
mustn't  satisfy  yourself  with  it ;  a 
strong  man  can  struggle  against  it  and 
overcome  it." 

"  And  yet  you  ask  why  men  slave 
as  they  do." 

The  little  brown  girl  looked  with 
puckered  eyes  out  over  the  sea. 
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"  Yes,  I  see,"  she  said  presently. 

"  And  it's  not  easy  when  you  are 
not  a  strong  man,"  said  Drummond. 

She  turned,  and  for  the  fraction  of  a 
second  a  warm,  brown  hand  rested  on 
his  arm,  lightly  as  a  moth,  yet  at  its 
touch  the  blood  ran  sudden  riot  in  his 
veins. 

"  Vera,"  he  said :  it  was  the  first 
time  he  had  called  her  by  the  name, 
but  the  rest  remained  unuttered,  for  as 
he  raised  himself  in  the  sand,  his  glance 
caught  a  flash  of  something  white  in 
the  dark  green  of  the  mangroves  behind 
them.  A  mere  flash  it  was,  vanishing 
as  soon  as  seen,  yet  it  left  a  distinct 
impression  on  the  retina  of  Drummond's 
brain — he  still  saw  a  white  sleeve,  ter 
minating  in  a  gloved  hand. 
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OUDDEN  resentment  seized  him.  He 
^  strode  over  to  the  bush  and  peered 
into  the  tangled  undergrowth.  There 
was  no  sound,  no  sign  of  a  living  thing, 
but  behind  the  base  of  a  mangrove 
trunk  he  saw  imprints  of  naked  feet. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  the  little  brown  girl 
called  after  him. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Drummond,  com 
ing  out  on  to  the  beach.  "  I  thought  I 
heard  something,  that's  all." 


81 
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"  A  bush  pig,  perhaps  ;   where's  your 
rifle  ?  " 

He  looked  gravely  down  at  her. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said  deliberately, 
and  stood  for  a  moment  unmercifully 
watching  the  small  brown  face  colour 
with  embarrassment.  He  could  see  that 
she  knew  nothing  of  the  stolen  rifles, 
but  on  the  instant  had  come  to  the 
same  conclusion  as  himself — that  for 
some  reason  her  father  had  confiscated 
them.  Yet  even  now  he  refrained  from 
speaking  the  words  that  he  felt  instinc 
tively  would  bring  them  to  the  blank 
wall  of  the  cul-de-sac  down  which  they 
had  been  drifting  for  three  delightful 
days.  The  end  must  come,  he  knew  that, 
but  he  would  not  be  the  one  to  hasten  it. 

"  The   reef   looks   inviting,"    he  said 
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irrelevantly,  and  directed  his  glance  out 
to  sea. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  little  brown  girl, 
scrambling  to  her  feet  with  the  air  of 
one  who  has  succeeded  in  dispelling  a 
nightmare.  "  Come,  I  will  show  you 
my  garden." 

Drummond  followed  her  down  the  beach, 
and  they  launched  the  outrigger  canoe 
in  silence. 

"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  show 
me  your  garden,"  he  said  as  they  shot 
out  to  sea  with  swinging,  well-timed 
strokes. 

The  little  brown  girl  looked  back  at 
him  over  her  shoulder  and  laughed. 

"  So   I   am,"   she  said.     "  Wait   and 


see." 


And   Drummond   waited,  content   to 
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watch  the  even  swing  of  his  pilot's 
round,  brown  arms,  the  easy  swaying 
of  her  lithe  body  as  she  dipped  and 
feathered  the  clumsy  paddle. 

There  had  been  a  stiff  breeze  during 
the  night,  and  the  breakers  rolled  shore 
ward  from  the  inner  reef  in  long  festoons 
of  seething  foam.  Then  came  the  reef 
itself  over  which  the  canoe  slid  with 
the  grace  of  a  leaping  greyhound  into 
the  depths  beyond.  Out  and  still  out 
they  flew,  whipped  with  spray,  the 
blood  tingling  in  their  veins  with  the 
exhilaration  of  it,  until  presently  the 
sombre  boom  of  the  giant  rollers  on 
the  outer  reef  warned  them  of  its  ap 
proach. 

A  wave  crashed  over  the  bow  of  the 
canoe,  drenching  them  from  head  to 
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foot,  but  the  little  brown  girl  only 
laughed,  tossed  back  the  wet  hair  from 
her  face,  and  paddled  the  harder,  until  at 
last  they  lay  at  rest,  the  canoe  rising 
and  falling  on  the  bosom  of  a  gentle 
swell  in  the  shelter  of  a  tiny  natural 
harbour  carved  by  nature's  hand  out  of 
the  coral  wall  of  the  reef. 

Drummond  leant  forward  over  his 
paddle,  panting  from  the  exertion. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  come 
out  here  alone  ?  "  he  demanded. 

The  girl  smiled  into  his  eyes,  and  at 
that  moment  she  seemed  a  very  sprite 
of  the  spindrift  about  her. 

"  Every  day,"  she  said  ;  "  it's  easier 
for  one  than  two  ;  the  canoe  is  lighter, 
you  see — this  is  my  garden." 

Drummond  glanced  about  him,   and 
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for  the  first  time  noticed  that  they  were 
close  to  the  mainland,  the  eastern  ex 
tremity  of  the  island,  formed  by  a  coral 
headland  some  thirty  feet  high  capped 
with  greensward  and  falling  sheer  to 
the  sea.  Adjoining  it,  rose  the  semi 
circular  wall  of  the  reef,  on  whose  fur 
ther  side  the  waves  could  be  heard  hurl 
ing  themselves  impotently  to  rebound 
in  broken,  seething  turmoil  and  pour 
through  deep-cut  channels  of  their  own 
making  to  either  side  of  the  tiny  har 
bour.  Behind  them,  over  the  way  they 
had  come,  the  white-capped  waves  rolled 
endlessly  shoreward,  parting  now  and 
then  to  release  for  a  brief  flight  the 
glistening  green  body  of  a  flying  fish. 
Drummond  reverently  removed  his 
battered  solar  topee. 
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"  I  take  off  my  hat  to  your  garden," 
he  said. 

"  But  you  haven't  seen  it,"  laughed 
the  little  brown  girl.  "  Look  down- 
down  there." 

She  pointed  over  the  side  of  the  canoe, 
and  Drummond  obeyed.  Below  them, 
under  perhaps  twelve  feet  of  crystal 
clear  water,  lay  a  marine  garden  of  ex 
quisite  beauty.  Feathery  fronds  of  coral, 
pink  and  white — far  more  lovely  than 
the  sprucest  of  cypress  hedging — walled 
it  in.  Sea  weeds,  of  every  tint  and 
texture,  swayed  and  swelled  with  the 
currents,  for  all  the  world  like  delicate 
trees  and  shrubs  in  a  gentle  breeze. 
Neat  paths  wound  in  and  out  among 
them,  bordered  with  shells  and  multi 
coloured  pebbles.  But  most  wonder- 
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ful  of  all  were  this  garden's  inhabitants, 
for  it  was  peopled  with  scurrying,  rain 
bow-tinted  fish  and  shapeless  drifting 
things  that  flashed  in  and  out  of  the 
marine  shrubbery  seeming  to  actually 
rejoice  in  the  beauty  of  their  surround 
ings,  like  birds  in  a  mossgrown  for 
est. 

The  little  brown  girl  saw  the  appre 
ciation  in  Drummond's  face,  and  leant 
eagerly  over  his  shoulder. 

"  See,"  she  said,  pointing  to  a  fat, 
ungainly  fish,  striped  like  a  zebra,  "  there's 
Peter — father  calls  him  some  long  latin 
name,  but  I  call  him  just  Peter :  he 
goes  away  for  days,  and  sometimes  I 
think  he  has  left  my  garden  for  good, 
but  he  always  comes  back :  he  ought 
to  be  just  two  inches  long,  but  look  at 


A  CORAL  GARDEN  89 

him  !  Isn't  it  a  disgrace  ?  I  suppose 
it's  the  bread." 

"  The  bread  ?  "  repeated  Drum- 
mond. 

"  Yes  ;  Soon  makes  good  bread,  you 
know,  and  Peter  seems  to  like  it,  al 
though  it  is  soaked  with  salt  water — 
look—" 

From  the  bows  of  the  canoe  she  took 
a  loaf  and  scattered  crumbs  on  the 
water.  In  a  flash  the  fish  shot  up  to 
them,  nibbled,  shot  away,  and  nibbled 
again,  but  Peter  remained  sedately  mo 
tionless,  his  hideous  mouth  opening  and 
shutting  with  the  regularity  of  clock 
work,  voraciously  consuming  crumb 
after  crumb. 

"  Isn't  he  a  glutton  ?  And  yet  I 
love  him,"  sighed  the  little  brown  girl. 
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For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Drummond 
caught  himself  envying  a  fish. 

Suddenly  her  arm  shot  past  his  shoul 
der,  and  a  second  later  Peter  lay  flap 
ping  in  the  palm  of  a  small  brown  hand. 
His  gills  worked  frenziedly,  his  eyes 
bulged  ominously,  and  as  the  water 
drained  from  his  sleek  body,  its  glitter 
slowly  vanished. 

"  Please  put  it  back,"  pleaded  Drum 
mond. 

"  It  does  him  good,"  the  little  brown 
girl  explained  ;  "  he's  too  self-satisfied. 
This  is  like  one  of  us  diving  into  the 
water,  but  he  can  stay  out  of  it  longer 
than  we  can  stay  in." 

"  I'm  certain  he's  dying,"  protested 
Drummond. 

The  girl  laughed  up  at  him. 
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"  I'm  glad  you  like  Peter,"  she  said, 
stroking  him  gently.  ' c  I  sometimes  think 
I  should  be  like  Peter  out  of  water  if  I 
went  6  over  there,'  "  she  added  thought 
fully.  : 

Drummond  laughed  in  spite  of  him 
self.  Peter  dropped  into  the  water  with 
a  splash  and  vanished  behind  a  tree 
to  regain  breath  and  composure. 

"  You're  laughing  at  me,"  said  the 
little  brown  girl.  "  I  believe  you're  al 
ways  laughing  at  me — inside." 

''I'm  not,"  protested  Drummond,  "  in 
deed  I'm  not." 

"  I  must  be  funny,"  she  said  evenly, 
and  without  bitterness,  "  very  funny — 
that's  what  they  will  think  '  over  there.'  " 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  what  they  would 
think  '  over  there '  " — began  Drummond, 
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but  the  little  brown  girl  would  not  listen. 

"  Look  !  "  she  cried,  "  it  may  be  funny, 
but  there's  St.  Paul's." 

Down  in  a  corner  of  the  garden,  as 
though  suspended  on  invisible  wires, 
hung  a  hideous  squid,  its  almost  trans 
parent  body  gently  pulsating,  its  uncanny 
tentacles  groping  gracefully. 

"  Why  St.  Paul's  ?  "  demanded  Drum- 
mond. 

"  Father  says  his  body  is  like  the 
dome." 

"  But  there's  no  cross." 

"  No,"  admitted  the  little  brown  girl, 
and  for  a  moment  looked  genuinely 
troubled  about  it.  "Never  mind,"  she 
added  quickly,  "he  is  St.  Paul's,  and  he 
loves  corned  beef." 

To  demonstrate  this  surprising  fact, 


A  CORAL  GARDEN  93 

she  now  produced  a  half -used  tin  of  that 
ubiquitous  edible,  and  scooping  out  a 
morsel,  dropped  it  directly  over  the  dome 
of  St.  Paul's.  It  fluttered  slowly  to  the 
coral  bed,  a  groping  tentacle  was  out 
stretched,  and  a  moment  later  it  had 
vanished  beneath  the  gelatinous  body. 

"  He's  not  a  glutton  like  Peter,"  said 
the  girl,  "  he  will  take  hours  to  eat  that 
— just  like  an  enemone ;  he  will  never 
have  indigestion." 

"  Those  paths,"  said  Drummond  pre 
sently,  "  bordered  with  shells  and  pebbles 
— how  did  they  come  to  be  ?  " 

"  I  made  them,"  said  the  little  brown 
girl  simply. 

"You  mean  to  say  you  go  down 
there  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do,"  she  laughed.  "  How 
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do  you  think  my  garden  was  made  ?  I 
brought  those  pebbles  from  the  beach 
in  the  canoe,  there  are  none  out  here  on 
the  reefs.  I  love  going  down  and  down, 
and  then  opening  my  eyes  and  swimming 
along  the  paths.  I  know  just  where  I 
am  by  the  colour  of  the  stones.-  You  see, 
coral  wouldn't  have  done  for  the  border 
ing  because  it's  poisonous  if  you  graze 
yourself  on  it.  That  tree — see  ?  Father 
says  it  is  like  an  elm,  well,  I  brought  that 
from  the  bay  where  your  cutter  is  an 
chored,  and  planted  it  here.  I  thought 
it  would  never  take  hold  of  the  coral, 
but  it  did  at  last — isn't  it  pretty  ?  " 

But  Drummond  was  staring  at  this 
strange  child  of  the  sea  in  open  wonder 
ment. 

"  I  believe  you're  a  mermaid,"  he  said. 


A  CORAL  GARDEN  95 

"  I  should  love  to  be,"  she  admitted 
earnestly.  "  It's  horrid  to  have  to  come 
up  just  when  you're  getting  interested. 
But  in  books  mermaids  never  seem  to  do 
anything  but  comb  their  hair  :  it  sounds 
so  uninteresting " 

Suddenly  her  chatter  ceased,  and  Drum- 
mond  turned  to  see  her  snatching  fiercely 
at  the  gunwale  of  the  canoe. 

"  Don't  move,"  she  hissed,  "  don't 
move  !  " 

Excitement  shone  in  her  eyes,  the  glint 
of  the  hunter  on  a  hot  trail.  At  that 
moment  she  seemed  transformed  from  an 
irresponsible  laughter-loving  child  into 
a  primitive  savage  of  The  Islands. 
Drummond  watched  her  in  silence.  At 
last  she  tugged  from  its  sheath  a  long 
gleaming  knife,  and  stood  for  a  moment 
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poised  on  an  outrigger  pole,  the  next, 
she  dived,  with  hardly  a  splash,  into 
the  midst  of  her  garden. 

Down  she  went,  and  still  down,  until 
her  blue  bathing  dress  had  almost  merged 
into  the  opalescent  green  about  it ;  and 
then  it  was  that  Drummond  caught  sight 
of  the  quarry,  a  gigantic  turtle  that  had 
found  his  way  through  the  narrow  chan 
nel  of  the  harbour  and  was  swimming 
leisurely  along  the  coral  wall. 

Quite  suddenly  it  disappeared,  seeming 
to  disolve  into  the  wall  itself,  and  then 
the  girl  followed — both  had  vanished 
utterly. 

Drummond  watched,  at  first  with 
interest,  then  alarm,  as  moment  after 
moment  dragged  by.  Surely  her  lungs 
must  be  bursting,  he  thought.  He  be- 


'Down  she  went,  and  still  down  ..." 
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gan  to  count,  second  after  second,  until 
two  minutes  had  passed. 

"My  God!"  he  muttered;  and  the 
words  had  hardly  left  his  lips  when  the 
waters  of  the  garden  were  dyed  a  faint 
pink,  a  pink  that  deepened  into  red, 
and  he  realized  with  sudden  horror  that 
it  was  blood. 

He  scrambled  to  his  feet,  the  canoe 
rocking  perilously,  for  he  knew  nothing 
of  the  tricks  of  native  craft,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  plunging  in  when  the  red 
waters  were  parted  by  something  round 
and  glistening  brown,  and  the  girl  shook 
the  wet  hair  from  her  face  and  clung 
panting  at  the  side  of  the  canoe. 

"  I've  got  him,"  she  gasped  trium 
phantly,  and  sure  enough  the  turtle 
floated  belly  upward  at  her  side,  still 
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bleeding  from  some  hidden  wound  be 
neath  its  shell. 

Drummond  lifted  her  bodily  from  the 
water  without  speaking,  and  set  her 
gently  down  hi  the  stern  of  the  canoe. 
His  face  was  pale  under  its  tan,  his  lips 
set.  The  girl  noticed  it  at  once. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  she  queried.  "  You 
look  ill." 

Still  in  silence  Drummond  hauled  the 
turtle  aboard  where  it  flapped  feebly  in 
the  bottom  of  the  canoe. 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't  do  things  like 
that,"  he  said  presently.  "  I  thought  you 
were  drowned." 

And  for  once  the  little  brown  girl  did 
not  laugh ;  she  sat,  her  bosom  still 
heaving  tumultuously,  and  looked  into 
his  face  very  gravely. 
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"  I'm  sorry,"  she  said  in  little  jerks 
"  I  ought  to  have  told  you,  but  there  was 
no  time ;  there  is  a  passage  down  there 
under  the  rock :  it  leads  into  a  cave — 
there  is  a  story  about  it  that  I  will  tell 
you  some  day." 

But  Drummond  was  still  silent.  In 
those  few  seconds  of  time  he  had  realized 
something  that  changed  the  whole  aspect 
of  life,  something  that  he  had  felt  before 
but  was  now  proven  beyond  a  doubt. 
He  loved  the  little  brown  girl. 
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three  days  Gape  had  been  almost 
silent.  <{  Ominously  accommodat 
ing  "  Drummond  had  mentally  labelled 
his  captain's  attitude  on  the  few  occa 
sions  when  he  allowed  the  matter  to 
occupy  his  thoughts.  But  now,  as  he 
struggled  into  dry  ducks,  immaculately 
washed  and  ironed  by  the  apathetic  but 
competent  Marama,  and  cast  a  fleeting 
glance  in  the  direction  of  the  ex-Captain 
outstretched  on  his  gigantic  bed,  he 
could  see  at  once  that  a  storm  was  brew 
ing,  if  not  imminent.  The  trim  auburn 
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beard  pointed  directly  towards  the  ceil 
ing. 

Suddenly  its  owner  sat  bolt  upright, 
his  bare,  sturdy  legs  swinging  idly  from 
the  bedside. 

"  Say,"  he  said,  "  how  long  does  this 
go  on  ?  " 

"  This  ?  "  inquired  Drummond. 

"  Yes,  this,"  snapped  Gape.  "  Are 
we  out  for  trade  or  for  picking  daisies  ?  " 

Drummond  could  feel  the  blood  creep 
ing  into  his  face  despite  himself. 

"  I  don't  see  that  it  matters  to  you  very 
much  which,"  he  said  evenly. 

"  Matter  !  "  snorted  Gape.  "  Oh  no, 
I  don't  count,  do  I  ?  I  get  my  measly 
thirty  bob  a  week  and  hang  around 
watching  others  spoon  out  on  the  reefs. 
•L  « 


THE  GREAT   QUESTION       105 

"  That's  enough,"  snapped  Drummond. 
"  You  get  the  sum  you  mention  because 
you  agreed  to  take  it,  and  you  get  it  for 
sitting  in  a  chair  and  doing  nothing  in 
stead  of  baking  in  a  cutter ;  what  more 
do  you  want  ?  " 

"  I'll  teU  you,"  said  Gape,  "  I  want 
to  get  out  of  here  quick  and  lively.  I 
don't  like  the  outfit,  and  that's  flat.  I've 
wanted  to  get  out  these  three  days  past — 
I've  tried  to  get  out" 

"  Tried  to  get  out  ? "  Drummond  paused 
in  the  process  of  brushing  his  hair. 

"  Yes,  tried — and  been  stopped." 

"  By  whom  ?  " 

"  That  snake  Hetherington,  and  a  cable 
thick  as  your  wrist  welded  to  the  cutter 
one  end  and  fast  to  a  ton  of  rock  at  the 
other." 
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"  But  Hetherington  is  ill  in  bed." 

"  Oh,  is  he  ?  "  Gape  sneered.  "  You 
try  and  quit  this  blamed  island,  that's 
all.  I've  met  him — three  times  in  the 
last  three  days — and  seen  him  watching 
you  when  he  didn't  see  me — see  here, 
that  man's  the  devil." 

"  Don't  be  a  fool." 

Gape   frothed  at  the  mouth. 

"  Fool !  Who's  the  fool  ?  Take  a  look 
at  yourself  in  the  glass — but  I'll  get  out 
of  here  if  I  have  to  swim — by  God  I  will !  " 

He  swung  to  the  floor  and  stamped 
up  and  down  it,  muttering  savagely. 
Drummond  buttoned  his  jacket  with 
precision  and  turned  to  the  door. 

"  Whatever  you  do,  don't  get  excited, 
Gape ;  you're  quite  unlovely  in  that 
condition."  Then  a  thought  struck  him, 
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"  If  you  saw  Hetherington  three  times," 
he  added,  "  and  he  stopped  you  from 
getting  away,  why  didn't  you  demand 
an  explanation  in  the  captivating  manner 
you  have  just  employed  with  me  ?  " 

The  question  brought  Gape  to  a  sudden 
standstill.  For  the  first  time  he  looked 
a  trifle  confused.  Drummond  waited  in 
the  open  doorway  for  an  answer,  and 
after  a  long  and  thoughtful  silence  it  came. 

"I'm  damned  if  I  know !  "  he  blurted. 
"  He's  the  devil." 

Drummond  breakfasted  alone.  The 
little  brown  girl,  he  surmised,  must  be 
with  her  father,  but  the  meal  was  not  a 
success.  Thoughts  kept  obtruding  them 
selves  with  annoying  persistence,  thoughts 
that  he  had  so  far  succeeded  in  dispelling 
with  a  mental  shrug.  However,  it  was 
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not  until  he  caught  himself  pouring  coffee 
into  the  milk  jug  that  the  true  state  of 
his  mind  was  brought  home  to  him  and 
he  pushed  his  chair  back  with  a  jerk  and 
strode  to  the  window.  He  stood  with 
his  hands  behind  his  back,  staring  with  a 
thoughtful  frown  into  the  glare  outside. 
He  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Two  ques 
tions  had  to  be  asked,  and  he  determined 
to  ask  them,  come  what  might.  If  what 
Gape  had  told  him  were  true — and  he 
saw  no  reason  to  doubt  it — they  were 
virtually  prisoners  on  the  island.  Why  ? 
What  earthly  reason  could  Hetherington 
have  for  detaining  two  almost  penniless 
adventurers  ?  And  there  was  the  little 

brown  girl . 

He  turned  abruptly  from  the  window 
and  returned  to  his  room,  there  to  await 
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his  opportunity  in  a  fever  of  suppressed 
impatience. 

But  all  that  day  he  waited  in  vain. 
There  was  no  sign  of  Hetherington  or 
his  daughter.  Only  Soon,  the  Korean,  was 
visible,  and  by  his  expressionless  mask 
of  a  face  Drummond  knew  that  he  might 
as  well  be  in  company  of  the  Sphinx  for 
all  the  information  he  would  be  likely  to 
extract  from  him. 

Towards  evening  the  wind  died  down 
with  the  suddenness  of  the  tropics,  and 
was  succeeded  by  a  deathly,  suffocating 
calm.  There  was  something  ominous 
in  the  utter  stillness  of  sea  and  sky  and 
air — not  a  ripple,  not  a  cloud,  not  a 
breath.  A  hot  giant  hand  seemed  to 
have  descended  on  the  earth  to  smother 
it  in  its  sleep. 
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About  nine  o'clock,  Drummond  came 
out  on  to  the  verandah  in  search  of  a 
breeze,  though  he  knew  there  was  none 
to  be  found,  and  there  in  the  full  moon 
light  he  saw  someone  swinging  gently  in 
a  hammock,  someone  in  a  white,  filmy 
wrapper  with  a  mass  of  golden  brown 
hair  caught  in  a  knot  low  down  on  her 
neck. 

For  a  moment  the  unexpectedness  of 
the  apparition  held  Drummond  motion 
less,  then,  as  he  advanced,  the  little 
brown  girl  sat  up  and  smiled  a  wel 
come. 

The  words,  so  long  repressed,  rushed 
to  his  lips  in  a  torrent.  He  knew  not  what 
he  said,  nor  how  he  said  it,  but  when  he 
had  done  she  still  sat  there,  pale  and 
motionless,  her  gaze  fixed  on  the  silvery 
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pathway  that  the  moon  had  patterned  on 
a  jet  black  sea. 

"Please  don't,"  she  whispered  ;  "  it's 
impossible — quite  impossible." 

"  Why  ?  "  he  demanded  hotly.  "  Tell 
me  why  ;  I  have  a  right  to  know.  That 
is  not  your  answer — it  has  been  taught 
you.  Anything  is  possible — to  us.  Your 
father — oh  yes,  I  know,  but  I  must 
speak — he  is  no  more  an  invalid  than  I 
am :  there  is  some  infernal  jugglery 
somewhere,  and  I  mean  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  it  before  I  accept  that  answer. 
Vera,  will  you  tell  me,  or  must  I  go  to 
him  ?  " 

There  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  she 
placed  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  as  he 
knelt  beside  the  hammock. 

"  Listen,  boy,"  she  said ;  "  it  can  never, 
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never  be — won't  you  trust  in  me  and 
believe  that  it  is  so  ?  Explanations  would 
only  hurt  him ;  they  would  make  no 
difference.  We  should  never  have  asked 
you  to  stay  :  it  is  my  fault,  and  I  am  pay 
ing  for  it,  but  I  did  so  want — someone." 

"  Vera,"  he  whispered  hastily,  "  answer 
me  this,  do  you  care  ?  " 

For  a  moment  her  eyes  looked  into  his 
and  he  had  his  answer.  He  turned 
quickly  and  strode  from  her  :  she  called 
his  name  but  he  took  no  heed :  straight 
through  the  dining  room  he  tramped,  past 
his  own  bedroom,  past  hers.  At  the 
beginning  of  a  narrow  corridor  leading 
to  the  side  of  the  house,  he  encountered 
the  Korean. 

"  What  you  want  ?  "  he  demanded 
suspiciously. 
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"  Your  master,"  snapped  Drummond. 
"  Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  No  can  see,  him  busy." 

He  brushed  him  aside  and  passed  on, 
the  man's  jabbered  expostulations  follow 
ing  him  as  he  went.  At  a  heavily- 
curtained  door  on  the  left  he  stopped, 
something  telling  him  that  what  he 
sought  lay  behind  it.  He  lifted  the 
curtain  and  knocked.  A  sudden  scrap 
ing,  as  of  a  chair  pushed  back,  came  to 
his  ears  through  the  panelling,  followed 
by  the  clink  of  glass.  Again  he  knocked 
— a  short  pause,  then  the  quick  turning 
of  a  key,  and  the  door  opened. 
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T^VRUMMOND  found  himself  in  a  low, 
*^  dark  room,  sparsely  furnished, 
but  spotlessly  neat  and  clean.  The  floor, 
the  walls,  and  even  the  ceiling  were  lined 
with  finely  woven  matting,  gleaming 
yellow  white  in  the  light  cast  by  a 
shaded  reading-lamp  on  a  side  table. 

Hetherington  shut  the  door  and  crossed 
the  room  to  an  arm-chair  without  speak 
ing.  Again  Drummond's  eyes  were  at 
tracted  to  his  right  hand,  instantly 
noting  that  two  buttons  of  the  glove  were 
unfastened,  and  again  he  experienced 
the  wild  desire  to  rush  into  the  open. 

Hetherington    seated    himself   in    the 
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arm-chair  and  commenced  buttoning  the 
glove. 

"  You  wished  to  see  me,"  he  said  coolly, 
indicating  a  chair. 

Drummond  declined  the  offer,  and 
stood  before  him  angrily  conscious  that 
this  man  was  making  him  feel  strangely 
nervous. 

"  I  have  asked  your  daughter  to  be 
my  wife,"  he  blurted  suddenly. 

"  I  know — I  know,"  Hetherington 
jerked  out, "  but  that  doesn't  prevent  you 
from  taking  a  chair,  does  it  ?  Please  sit 
down  if  we  are  to  thrash  this  matter  out 
satisfactorily." 

"  May  I  ask,"  Drummond  inquired 
frigidly,  "  how  you  happen  to  be  aware 
of  an  incident  that  only  took  place  two 
minutes  ago  ?  " 
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Hetherington's  lips  set  in  the  same 
caricature  of  a  smile  that  Drummond 
had  seen  on  the  day  of  their  meeting. 

"  I  seldom  mistake  my  man,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  asked  you  here  with  that  purpose 


in  view." 


"  That  I  should  propose  marriage  to 
your  daughter  ?  " 

"  Exactly." 

"  Then  you  have  no  objection  ?  " 

The  sudden  eagerness  in  Drummond' s 
voice  seemed  to  amuse  Hetherington. 

"  None  in  the  world,"  he  said  smiling. 
"  You  are  a  gentleman,  or  I  should  not 
have  asked  you  to  stay  here,  and  I  take 
it  you  love  my  daughter  or  you  would 
not  have  asked  her  to  be  your  wife. 
There  was  obviously  nothing  else  to 
attract  you  :  you  saw  how  we  live  ;  we 
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are  poor — please  sit  down  ;  you  see  I 
was  obliged  to  take  everything  into 
consideration." 

"  But  Vera — your  daughter,"  Drum- 
mond  stammered ;  "  she  said  it  was  im 
possible,  that  something  stood  in  the  way, 
something  that  explanation  could  never 
alter,  and  it  was  to  get  that  explanation 
that  I  came  to  you.  You  owe  it  me,  Mr. 
Hetherington. ' ' 

His  words  had  a  strange  effect  on  this 
man.  His  eyes  blazed,  and  Drummond 
expected  an  outburst,  but  knotted  veins 
in  his  forehead  told  of  its  suppression. 

"  I  owe  you  nothing,  sir,"  he  said,  in 
the  same  deliberate  monotone.  "  I  owe 
everything  to  my  daughter,  and  I  intend 
to  pay  to  the  uttermost  farthing.  You 
spoke  of  an  obstacle  to  your  marriage  : 


SECRET  OF  THE  ISLAND     121 

Vera  is  right,  there  is  an  unsurmountable 
obstacle,  but  it  shall  be  removed.  Does 
that  satisfy  you  ?  " 

"  It  does,  and  thank  you,"  said  Drum- 
mond,  unconsciously  holding  out  his 
hand. 

"  I  have  told  you  that  I  can't  shake 
hands,"  said  Hetherington  wearily,  and 
turned  from  him,  looking  out  through 
the  open  window  towards  the  reef  where 
the  surf  still  boomed  its  monotonous 
chant  to  the  night. 

"  One  thing  I  ask  of  you,"  he  went  on 
slowly,  "  that  you  will  not  see  Vera  again 
to-night — have  I  your  word  ?  " 

"  You  have  my  word,"  said  Drum- 
mond,  and  rose  to  go,  but  Hetherington 
turned  sharply  and  motioned  him  to  the 
chair. 
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"  Pardon  me,  we  have  not  quite  fin 
ished,"  he  said. 

Drummond  re-seated  himself  and  studied 
the  toe  of  a  dilapidated  canvas  shoe. 
He  still  felt  a  vague  uneasiness  in  the 
man's  presence,  do  what  he  would  to 
banish  it. 

"  First  of  all,"  said  Hetherington,  "  I 
must  apologize  for  having  detained  you 
by  force,  though  until  to-day  you  were 
unaware  of  it,  and  for  hurrying  the 
development  of  our  acquaintance  as  I 
propose  to  do  ;  but  it  is  necessary,  ab 
solutely  necessary,  as  you  will  see.  Under 
ordinary  circumstances  it  would  take  us 
fully  a  week  to  know  anything  of  each 
other,  a  fortnight  to  understand  one 
another,  and  anything  from  a  month  up 
ward  before  we  should  trust  one  another. 
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This  is  inevitable,  because  we  are  English 
men,  and  not  in  the  habit  of  unburdening 
our  souls  at  short  notice,  but  I  want  you 
to  make  an  exception  in  this  case  :  time, 
as  I  have  told  you,  is  limited.  There  are 
things  you  must  do,  and  I  have  questions 
to  ask  you — may  I  ?  " 

"If  it  will  do  any  good,"  said  Drum- 
mond,  "or  if  I  can  be  of  any  possible 
use,  by  all  means." 

6  You  can  be  of  every  use  :  so  much 
use  that  I  firmly  believe  you  were  sent 
here  the  other  day ;  but  I  warn  you,  on 
your  answers  your  marriage  to  my  daugh 
ter,  her  dowry  and  your  joint  welfare 
depend,  and  so  I  ask — I  demand  of  you 
— the  truth  and  nothing  but  the  truth." 

Drummond  was  about  to  rise  when 
Hetherington  motioned  him  back  and 
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continued  as  though  no  interruption  had 
taken  place. 

"  First  of  all — besides  being  a  gentle 
man — may  I  ask  what  you  are  ?  " 

"  Vera  asked  me  that,"  said  Drum- 
mond,  "  and  I  told  her — a  failure  :  Up- 
pingham, c  The  Hall,'  the  deluge,  followed 
by  the  colonies — cattle  raising  in  Canada 
till  a  hard  winter,  sheep  in  Australia  till 
a  drought,  Cape  Mounted  Rifles  till  they 
were  reduced,  The  Islands — and  here  I 


am." 


"  Then  you  are  poor  ?  " 

"  There  may  be  twenty  pounds  in  the 
safe  on  the  cutter,  and  there's  the  cut 
ter  herself.  Beyond  that,  I  have  what  I 
sit  here  in,  and  two  —  or  is  it  three — 
changes  ?  " 

"  All  the  better,"   said  Hetherington 
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absently,  "  you  will  appreciate  wealth 
the  more." 

"  Wealth  ?  " 

The  other  smiled  whimsically. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  wealth — a  fortune 
bigger  than  was  ever  made,  or  is  ever 
likely  to  be  made  again." 

Drummond  prepared  to  humour  the 
man,  who  was  undoubtedly  a  maniac. 
Luckily  it  was  not  the  first  time  he  had 
had  to  do  even  this. 

"  That  will  be  nice,"  he  said  inanely. 

Hetherington  laughed  outright. 

"  You  think  I  am  mad,"  he  said. 
"  Perhaps  you're  right :  I  have  wondered 
myself  lately,  but  it  shall  be  determined." 

He  went  over  to  a  writing  desk  and 
took  something  from  a  drawer. 

"  Do  you  mind  giving  me  your  opinion 
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on  that  ?  "  he  said,  placing  it  in  Drum- 
mond's  hand.  It  was  a  dull,  black  sub 
stance,  round,  and  about  the  size  of  a 

cricket  ball. 

"  Rubber  ?  "    said    Drummond.     "  I 

know   little   about   it   I'm   afeiid." 

"  But  is  it  rubber  ?  "  queried  Hethering- 
ton.  "  Look  again  :  test  it  man — test 
it!" 

The  suddenness  of  the  man's  vehemence 
was  startling.  His  breathing  was  audible 
as  he  leant  over  Drummond's  chair. 

"  Can't  you  test  it  ? "  he  snapped. 
"  You  had  plenty  to  say  about  it  at 
dinner  the  other  evening." 

He  snatched  it  from  his  hand. 

"  Look  !  Has  it  elasticity  ?  "  He  cut 
off  a  narrow  strip  with  feverish  haste, 
and  stretched  it  to  twice  its  length. 
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"  Has  it  cohesion  ?  "  He  tugged  and 
tore  at  the  mass  with  his  nails.  "  What 
does  it  lack  ?  Is  it  rubber  ?  " 

"  Certainly  it  is  rubber,"  said  Drum- 
mond.  "  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Because  I  made  it,"  said  Hethering- 
ton. 

Drummond  leant  forward,  searching 
the  other's  face  for  a  trace  of  imbecility. 
There  was  none.  The  fever  of  his  excite 
ment  had  passed,  and  he  leant  back  in 
the  deep  wicker  chair  meeting  his  guest's 
scrutiny  with  his  habitual,  penetrating 
gaze. 

"  It  took  me  five  years  to  find  out  how 
to  do  it,"  he  said  quietly,  "  but  I  made 
that — about  a  pound — in  half  an  hour 
and  at  a  cost  of  one  shilling.  The 
present  price  of  crude  rubber  is  twelve 
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shillings — think  what  it  means  !  But 
you  have  already  thought,  you  told  ua 
so  the  other  night." 

Drummond  felt  unaccountably,  but 
none  the  less  surely,  that  the  man  spoke 
the  truth.  After  all,  he  had  only  suc 
ceeded — probably  by  chance — in  doing 
what  the  world  had  tried  to  do  for  many 
years,  but  the  enormity  of  the  thing  took 
hold  of  him :  the  endless  vista  of  its 
possibilities  opened  up  and  engulfed  him, 
so  that  he  was  still  mechanically  fingering 
the  ball  of  rubber  when  Hetherington 
sprang  suddenly  to  his  feet  and  darted 
to  the  open  window. 

For  a  moment  he  stood  peering  into 
the  bushes  growing  close  to  the  wall, 
then  came  back  to  his  chair. 

"  There  is  one  man  who  knows  of  this," 
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he  said,  with  an  indicative  nod  at  the 
rubber  in  Drummond's  hand;  "but  he 
doesn't  know  that  I  am  aware  of  his 
knowledge,  which  is  everything ;  and  if 
he  gives  trouble,  you  must  fight  him — 
I  think  you  can  do  that — and  fight  him, 
and  fight  him !  "  he  reiterated  with 
intense  deliberation.  "  I  mean  your  cap 
tain." 

"  Gape  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  happened  on  to  my  experi 
menting  shed  in  the  lagoon  almost  as 
soon  as  you  had  landed.  He  is  a  fool, 
but  fools  are  cunning.  I  had  hardly  left 
the  place  when  he  broke  into  it.  How 
ever,  as  long  as  he  knows  no  more  than 
he  does  at  present,  he  can  do  nothing." 

Hetherington  crossed  the  room,  re 
placed  the  ball  of  rubber,  and  took  pen 

I 
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and  paper  from  a  side  table.  For  per 
haps  three  minutes  he  wrote  steadily 
in  a  clear,  bold  hand,  while  Drummond 
watched  him  in  silence. 

"  That,"  he  said  at  last,  waving  the 
paper  over  the  lamp  chimney  until  dry, 
and  handing  it  to  Drummond,  "  is  the 
recipe  for  rubber — so  simple  that  it  is  no 
wonder  no  one  has  found  it  before.  Get 
each  of  the  five  ingredients  from  five 
different  chemists  and  make  it  for  your 
self.  I  am  content  to  leave  the  rest  in 
your  hands.  It  is  my  daughter's  dowry, 
see  that  you  guard  it  as  you  will  her,  for 
on  it  depends  almost  everything.  Build 
the  foundation  of  a  line  of  stalwart  men 
and  womanly  women  who  will  have 
cause  to  honour  their  father  and  revere 
their  mother — keep  for  them,  and  them 
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alone,  the  secret  of  the  recipe  for  rubber, 
so  that  with  the  wealth  that  it  must 
bring  they  may  do  good,  and  so  uphold 
their  name — your  name,  that  it  will  go 
down  to  posterity  as  a  blessed  memory." 

It  was  evident  that  Hetherington 
laboured  under  a  strong  emotion :  he 
towered  above  Drummond  with  the  paper 
outstretched  in  his  hand,  a  very  giant 
of  a  man  in  the  yellow  lamp-light,  virile, 
commanding.  At  that  moment  Drum 
mond  felt  insignificant,  incompetent.  He 
took  the  paper  mechanically,  and  moved 
uneasily  in  his  chair. 

"  But  you,"  he  said,  "  surely  you  of 
all  men  are  the  one  to  do  these  things. 
It  is  your  name,  not  mine  that " 

Hetherington  stopped  him  with  a  ges 
ture. 
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"  By  doing  what  I  have  told  you,"  he 
said,  "  you  will  have  done  all  that  the 
inventor  of  the  recipe  for  rubber  has  ever 
dreamed  of — and  is  incapable  of  doing 
himself — you  will  know  why  before  you 
leave  this  island — good  night." 

Drummond  walked  slowly  to  the  door, 
hesitated,  and  turned.  Hetherington  was 
still  watching  him,  and  his  penetrating 
eyes  froze  the  question  on  his  lips.  His 
glance  fell  instinctively  on  the  man's 
right  hand,  and  Hetherington  smiled. 

"  Good  night,"  he  repeated,  and  Drum 
mond  passed  out  into  the  corridor,  there, 
a  moment  later,  to  anathematise  himself 
for  a  weak-minded  fool. 
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REMOVED 

TARUMMOND'S  sleep  was  fitful.  More 
•*^  than  once  he  found  himself  wide 
awake,  staring  through  the  open  door 
way. 

The  magnitude  of  the  thing  he  had 
undertaken,  the  inestimable  value  of  the 
secret  that  was  his,  already  awed  him,  and 
his  hand  instinctively  went  to  the  pocket 
of  his  pyjama  jacket,  and  followed  the 
outline  of  the  folded  paper  that  lay  there. 

It  was  after  midnight  when  he  became 
aware  of  something  moving  in  the  room. 
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The  sounds  were  very  slight,  the  faint 
crackling  of  matting,  the  still  fainter 
swish  of  mosquito  netting  drawn  aside, 
yet  on  the  instant  he  was  awake,  breath 
ing  evenly  and  lying  motionless  with 
closed  eyelids. 

His  clothes  lay  in  an  untidy  heap  at  the 
side  of  his  bed,  and  as  far  as  he  could 
gather,  the  sounds  were  approaching 
them  very  slowly.  They  had  ceased  for 
several  seconds  before  he  tossed  on  to 
his  side  with  a  realistic  grunt  and  sub 
sided  into  freshly-simulated  slumber. 

Gape  stood  stock  still  at  the  side  of  the 
bed,  a  duck  jacket  in  one  hand,  the  other 
buried  in  its  breast  pocket.  So  still  he 
stood  in  the  dim  light  that  for  a  fleeting 
moment  Drummond  fancied  him  an  illu 
sion  of  the  darkness ;  but  presently  he 
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moved,  searching  methodically,  noise 
lessly,  then  with  infinite  pains  he  placed 
the  clothes  as  he  had  found  them  and 
crept  back  to  bed. 

So,  Gape  had  heard.  For  once  Hether- 
ington  had  not  been  sharp  enough. 
Drummond  tossed  through  the  small 
hours  of  the  morning,  his  brain  a  turmoil 
of  conflicting  emotions.  He  felt  that  a 
crisis  had  been  reached,  and  his  thoughts, 
vainly  searching  for  the  nature  of  the 
denouement,  travelled  ever  in  a  circle, 
round  and  round  that  gloved  right  hand. 

He  must  have  dozed,  for  he  found  him 
self  sitting  upright  on  the  bed,  a  nameless 
dread  clutching  at  his  heart.  He  tried 
to  lie  back  on  the  pillows  and  compose 
himself ;  it  was  impossible.  He  lit  a 
cigar,  and,  regardless  of  Gape,  who  lay 
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wide  awake  watching  him,  paced  the 
room  restlessly,  recalling  every  word 
that  had  passed  in  that  low,  yellow  room. 

Suddenly  a  sentence  rose  to  his  mind, 
at  first  vaguely,  then  standing  out  in 
bold  relief  against  the  chaos  of  other  re 
membrances.  He  repeated  it  slowly  to 
himself — •"  But  the  obstacle  shall  be 
removed  "  ;  then  aloud — "  But  the  ob 
stacle  shall  be  removed."  In  a  flash  a 
possibility  leapt  to  his  mind,  so  awful 
that  he  thrust  it  from  him  in  sheer  terror. 
It  returned,  again  and  again,  each  time 
with  added  force.  He  went  to  the  door, 
hesitated,  then  walked  deliberately  down 
the  passage. 

Once  more  he  lifted  that  heavy  curtain 
and  knocked.  Something  impelled  him 
not  to  wait,  to  go  straight  on  and  make 
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an  end  of  it  all.  He  turned  the  handle  : 
the  door  was  not  locked,  and  opened 
wide. 

So  swiftly  had  the  vague  thought 
grown  into  absolute  conviction,  that  he 
firmly  expected  what  he  saw.  There, 
full  length  on  the  bed,  lay  Hetherington, 
his  eyes  closed,  his  arms  outstretched 
as  though  in  his  sleep  he  had  felt  the 
heat  of  the  night. 

On  the  table  at  the  side  of  the  bed 
rested  a  tiny  phial,  uncorked  and  empty. 
He  reached  out  his  hand,  and  as  he  did 
so  his  eye  fell  on  a  hand  hanging  limply 
palm  upward.  It  was  gloved,  but  the 
glove  was  unbuttoned  and  torn  down  to 
the  knuckles  of  the  fingers. 

Overwhelmed  with  a  sickening  horror, 
he  staggered  against  the  wall,  his  eyes 
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refusing  to  leave  what  they  rested  upon. 
The  palm  of  the  hand  was  covered  with 
mahogany-coloured  patches,  small,  ex 
actly  round.  He  recalled  a  trip  long  ago 
with  a  friend,  a  doctor,  to  the  visiting 
station  at  Molokai,  and  he  knew  them  for 
the  insignia  of  the  leper. 

Outside  the  door,  the  Korean  was 
whimpering  in  a  corner.  He  turned  and 
passed  down  the  corridor  to  where,  in  the 
flickering  light  of  a  candle  held  high  above 
her  head,  stood  the  slim,  white  figure  of  a 
girl. 


Overwhelmed  with  a  sickening  horror,  he  staggered  against  the  wall." 
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father  is  dead,"  Drum- 
mond  said. 

"  I  know,"  she  answered  quietly,  and 
followed  him  down  the  corridor  into  the 
death  chamber. 

"  I  think  I  must  have  dreamt  it,"  she 
told  him  as  they  stood  at  the  side  of  the 
bed  looking  down  on  Hetherington's  face, 
austere  in  death  as  it  had  been  in  life. 
"  I  felt  it  when  I  woke  up." 
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Her  voice  held  no  emotion.  Drum- 
mond  looked  down  at  her  and  their  eyes 
met. 

"  I  couldn't  love  him,"  she  said  simply, 
"  It  seems  a  terrible  thing  to  say,  but  I 
couldn't,  and  he  knew  I  couldn't.  I 
hated  myself  for  it,  despised  myself,  and 
tried — oh,  how  I  tried — but  it  was  no 
good  :  it  was  always  there — before  any 
thing." 

Her  voice  trailed  away  into  the  silence, 
and  she  shuddered  faintly. 

Drummond  took  her  gently  into  his 
arms. 

"  Before  he  died,"  he  said,  "  he  gave 
you  to  me.  Will  you  come  ?  Away  from 
here  I  don't  know  where — yet.  We 
shall  have  nothing  but  your  dowry — you 
know  what  that  is  ?  " 
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He  felt  that  she  nodded  her  head  as  it 
lay  on  his  breast. 

"  I  can  only  use  it — with  all  the  brain 
and  strength  that  is  in  me.  I  promised 
him  that  I  would  do  that,  and  I  swear  it 
now.  We  shall  have  to  go  away — c  over 
there  '  and  at  once.  Will  you  come  ?  " 

She  looked  up  into  his  eyes,  and  Drum- 
mond  felt  new  strength  in  her  trust. 

"  Anywhere,"  she  whispered,  "  any 
where,  but  away  from  here." 

Again  she  shuddered,  and  he  led  her 
to  the  door. 

"  Sleep,"  he  said,  "  if  you  can.  Don't 
leave  your  room  until  I  call  you.  Every 
thing  will  be  finished  then." 

He  watched  her  pass  up  the  corridor, 
then  turned  to  the  Korean,  who  still 
crouched  moaning  in  his  corner. 
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"  Soon,"  he  said,  "  go  and  find  me  a 
spade." 

For  two  hours,  by  lantern  light,  he 
worked  down  on  the  beach  without 
cessation,  and  the  task  was  nearly  done, 
when,  in  the  faint  light  of  early  dawn,  he 
caught  sight  of  Gape  coming  slowly  to 
wards  him.  He  carried  his  rifle  under 
his  arm  and  advanced  to  the  side  of  the 
grave. 

"  Snuffed  ?  "  he  queried. 

"  Yes,"  said  Drummond,  without  look 
ing  up. 

Gape's  beard  protruded  visibly  as  he 
seated  himself  in  the  sand  and  fondled  the 
magazine  of  his  Winchester. 

"  Got  our  rifles,  anyway,"  he  observed. 
"  Hiding  from  the  inspectors — did  it  all 
right,  too," 
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Drummond  worked  on  in  silence.  He 
could  feel  the  man's  eyes  upon  him  and 
resented  it.  At  a  point  when  it  seemed 
that  silence  was  no  longer  possible,  he 
ceased  work  abruptly  and  looked  up. 

"  Is  there  anything  you  want  ?  "  he 
asked  quietly. 

Gape  crossed  one  stocky  leg  over  the 
other  and  looked  out  to  sea. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  want  to  know  if 
you've  got  anything  to  tell  me." 

Drummond  threw  out  three  more 
spadefuls  of  sand,  scrambled  out  of  the 
grave  and  picked  up  his  jacket  before 
answering. 

"  The  question  is,"  he  said,  "  can  I  tell 
you  anything  ?  " 

"  May  be,  may  be  not,"  Gape  replied 
airily. 
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"  Then  that's  all  right,"  commented 
Drummond. 

This  trivial  treatment  of  vital  issues 
was  only  another  of  his  traits  that  exas 
perated  Gape.  The  ex-Captain's  tone 
changed  from  a  studied  indifference  to  a 
more  natural  truculence. 

"  Where  do  I  stand  ?  "  he  demanded, 
"  That's  what  I  want  to  know." 

"  You  can  see  by  referring  to  your 
agreement,"  said  Drummond.  "  As  far 
as  I  remember  you  were  to  captain 
my  cutter  for  an  indefinite  time  at  a 
salary  of  thirty  shillings  a  week,  and  ten 
per  cent  of  the  profits,  if  any.  I  think  I 
pointed  this  out  to  you  before." 

"  Profits— that's  it— profits  of  what  ?  " 

Drummond  sighed. 

"  I  really  forget  the  wording,  but  I 
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think  copra  trading  was  the  business 
understood." 

"  Was  it  ?  "  Gape's  bullet  head  was  at 
a  speculative  angle  ;  his  keen,  grey  eyes 
rested  on  the  other's  face  with  a  mocking 
scrutiny.  "  Who  by  ?  Not  me.  D'you 
think  I'd  sit  and  blister  in  a  tub  for 
thirty  bob  a  week  and  all  there  is  in 
copra  trading  these  days  ?  No,  siree ! 
It  was  the  chance  of  something  on  the 
side  that  brought  me  along,  something 
like  what  you've  had  the  luck  to  run 
against." 

Drummond  swung  the  spade  to  his 
shoulder  wearily. 

"  I  can't  see  how  it  interests  me  what 
brought  you  along,"  he  said.  "  You're 
here — that's  patent — and  you're  trying 
to  tell  me  something  that  seems  to  give 
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you  a  deal  of  trouble  to  get  out.  This 
is  hardly  the  time,  or  place,  but  supposing 
you  say  just  what  it  is  you  want." 

Gape  swallowed  something  in  his  throat, 
rose  to  his  feet,  and  stood  fingering  the 
butt  of  his  rifle. 

"  All  right,"  he  said  harshly,  "  if  you 
don't  like  it  one  way  take  it  the  other — I 
want  my  share  of  the  recipe  for  rubber." 

"  That's  better,"  said  Drummond,  "  we 
shall  cover  more  ground.  Hetherington 
said  nothing  about  you  in  connection 
with  the  matter  except  to  warn  me  that 
you  had  pried  into  it." 

"  Aw,  quit  talkin'  like  a  picture 
book,"  snapped  Gape.  His  naturally 
ruddy  complexion  had  taken  a  deeper 
hue ;  his  feet  moved  impatiently.  c '  Can't 
you  see  I  mean  to  have  one  ?  Talk  as 
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man  to  man.  I've  got  no  more  use  for 
you  than  you  have  for  me,  but  if  I'd 
happened  on  to  something  good,  you'd 
have  got  your  share ;  mates  is  mates — 
what's  the  matter  with  me,  anyway  ?  " 

Drummond's  smile  was  spontaneous. 

"I'm  afraid  I  can't  stop  to  tell  you 
now,"  he  said. 

He  had  turned  to  move  away  when 
Gape  exploded. 

"Talk  straight,"  he  roared,  "  d'you 
hear,  talk  straight  or " 

"  Or  what  ?  " 

Drummond  turned  with  surprising 
swiftness. 

"  Or  you'll  be  sorry  for  it,"  spluttered 
the  ex-Captain.  "  Am  I  in  on  this  or  not  ?" 

"  You're  not,"  said  Drummond,  and 
walked  slowly  up  the  beach. 
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Gape  glanced  down  at  his  trembling 
hands,  up  at  the  coolly  retreating  figure, 
then,  with  an  oath,  swung  the  rifle  to  his 
shoulder. 

There  was  a  report ;  the  bullet  buried 
itself  in  the  sand,  and  he  found  himself 
struggling  in  the  embrace  of  two  strong 
brown  arms. 

For  their  size  they  were  extraordinarily 
tenacious,  gripping  him  about  the  waist 
and  pinning  one  of  his  arms  like  a  vice. 
He  could  feel  a  body  behind  him,  soft, 
and  so  light  that  he  could  hurl  it  this  way 
and  that  like  a  feather,  but  the  arms  never 
slackened. 

With  his  free  hand  he  had  succeeded  in 
reaching  his  knife  when  they  suddenly 
relaxed,  and  he  looked  up  to  see  Drum- 
mond  leaning  on  his  rifle. 


*  ^  a  < 


"  He  found  himself  struggling  in  the  grip  of  two  strong  brown  arms." 
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"  You're  a  bigger  fool  than  I  took  you 
for,  Gape,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  imagine 
I  carry  the  recipe  for  rubber  anywhere 
but  in  my  head." 

Gape  was  still  trembling.  He  was 
capable  of  most  things,  but  attempted 
murder  was  a  new  achievement. 

"  He  wrote  it,"  he  muttered.  "  I  know 
he  wrote  it — by  God,  it's  on  you  now — 
give  me  my  rifle." 

Drummond  shook  his  head  slowly. 

"I  think  not,"  he  said.  "  You're 
overwrought,  Gape.  Calm  down,  think 
it  over,  and  be  reasonable — what  possible 
good  would  my  corpse  do  you  ?  " 

"  Satisfaction,"  snarled  Gape.  ' '  You're 
mean — dirty  mean  !  " 

"  Supposing  we  end  this  painful  inter 
view,"  suggested  Drummond.  "  Just 
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face  about  and   walk,   keep   walking  !  " 

Gape  tried  to  speak,  failed,  spat  with 
deliberation,  and  obeyed.  Drummond 
stood  leaning  on  the  rifle  until  the  bush 
engulfed  him,  then  turned  to  the  little 
brown  girl. 

She  stood  in  the  sand,  still  breathless 
from  the  exertion,  her  eyes  lit  with  the 
same  primitive  triumph  as  when  she  had 
shown  him  the  dead  turtle. 

She  smiled,  but  Drummond  was  staring 
thoughtfully  at  the  ground. 

"  Vera,"  he  said,  "  it's  like  you,  but 
when  men  fight  women  keep  away : 
how  in  Heaven's  name  did  you  come  to 
be  here  ?  " 

The  smile  died  from  her  lips. 

"  He  will  never  fight,"  she  said,  "  and 
I  was  afraid  for  you." 
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TT'S  on  you  now,"  Gape  had  said, 
•**  and  wittingly  or  unwittingly  he 
had  spoken  the  truth.  Drummond  knew 
that  this  should  never  have  been.  He 
blamed  himself  for  his  carelessness,  but 
he  had  had  no  time  to  hide  the  precious 
scrap  of  paper,  much  less  commit  its 
writing  to  memory.  Even  then,  which 
was  worse — to  trust  in  a  hiding  place 
where  the  ferret-eyed  Gape  was  con 
cerned,  or  in  his  memory  which,  as  he  re 
membered,  had  served  him  more  than 
one  unfaithful  turn? 

He  had  done   all    in    his    power   for 
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Hetherington,  even  to  recalling  scraps  of 
the  burial  service  and  saying  them  over 
his  grave.  Absurdly  inadequate  scraps 
they  were,  but  there  are  times  when  a  man 
who  has  had  little  to  do  with  the  ritual 
of  the  church  himself,  feels  impelled  to 
employ  all  at  his  command  for  another. 

And  now  nothing  remained  but  to 
leave  the  island,  and  sail  back  into  the 
world.  His  place  in  it  was  at  last  clearly 
defined,  and  it  rested  with  him  alone  how 
it  should  be  filled. 

The  initial  stages  of  his  work  were  beset 
with  difficulties.  They  would  all  have 
to  go — Vera,  Marama,  the  Korean  and 
Gape — in  the  launch,  of  course :  it 
would  be  quicker,  but  even  then  it  would 
take  a  week  to  reach  Suva — a  week,  with 
Gape  and  the  recipe  for  rubber  in  the 
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same  craft — the  thing  was  impossible. 
Drummond  turned  impatiently  from  the 
beach  and  dived  into  the  bush. 

After  walking,  he  knew  not  how  far  nor 
whither,  he  sat  on  a  fallen  tree  trunk  and 
drew  the  recipe  from  his  pocket.  The 
description  of  the  process  was  in  English, 
but  the  ingredients  were  written  in  Latin, 
and  he  had  never  been  strong  on  that 
subject.  Even  had  he  been,  the  majority 
of  the  words  would  have  been  meaningless. 

There  were  five  of  them,  only  five,  and 
clearly  numbered.  He  began  to  read 
them,  at  first  mechanically,  then,  as  he 
found  his  memory  retaining  them,  he 
repeated  them  like  a  parrot — eight,  nine, 
ten  times.  But  this  was  not  enough ; 
he  stared  at  the  paper,  and  stared  con 
tinuously,  until  his  eyes  ached  and  the 
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words,  even  the  formation  of  their  letters, 
was  photographed  on  his  brain.  He 
closed  his  eyes  to  test  himself — yes,  he 
could  read  them,  actually  see  every  dot 
and  stroke.  He  saw  the  tail  of  a  G 
misshapen  as  though  the  writer's  hand 
had  trembled,  and  strangely  enough,  a 
T  that  had  been  differently  formed  in  one 
word  to  another.  Reference  showed  him 
that  he  was  correct.  He  smiled  at  the 
simplicity  of  the  thing,  and  taking  out 
his  watch,  waited  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
—half  an  hour,  forcing  himself  to  think 
of  anything  but  the  recipe,  and  at  the 
end  of  it  he  still  found  himself  perfect. 

Once  more  he  repeated  it  glibly,  for 
wards,  then  backwards,  then  picked  out 
items  at  random  and  counted  them  on  his 
fingers.  He  shut  his  eyes — the  photo- 
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graph  was  still  there,  clear  as  though 
in  the  substance,  and  taking  a  matchbox 
from  his  pocket,  he  held  the  paper  sus 
pended  between  finger  and  thumb.  One 
final  test,  and  he  set  light  to  a  corner. 
The  paper  flared  up,  and  the  recipe  for 
rubber  curled  into  black  tinder. 

Twice  on  his  way  back  to  the  open  he 
stopped  in  his  tracks  to  test  himself, 
and  finding  himself  still  perfect,  passed 
on  up  to  the  house  with  a  lighter  heart. 

Vera  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  He 
called  her  name,  but  there  was  no  answer. 
He  called  Soon,  Marama,  but  the  house 
was  deserted.  On  the  verandah,  his  eye 
ranged  the  sea,  and  far  out  he  discerned 
two  indistinct  specks  merging  into  the 
distant  haze.  Then  his  glance  travelled 
to  the  beach  below,  and  there  he  saw 
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three  figures  standing  at  the  water's  edge 
staring  out  to  sea. 

He  hurried  down  to  them,  fearing  he 
knew  not  what,  but  before  he  reached 
Vera's  side  he  had  guessed  what  was 
amiss,  and  they  stood  in  the  sand  watch 
ing,  in  a  silence  neither  of  them  cared  to 
break,  the  launch,  the  cutter  and  Gape, 
vanishing  from  sight. 

After  much  gesticulation,  Soon  and 
Marama  returned  to  their  work,  with 
characteristic  irresponsibility  content  to 
leave  the  distressing  situation  in  the 
hands  of  the  white  man,  and  Vera  and 
Drummond  walked  slowly  back  to  the 
house. 

"  He  has  even  taken  the  canoe,"  she 

said  at  last. 

"  Gape  is  nothing  if  not  thorough,"  said 
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Drummond,  and  lapsed  once  more  into 
thoughtful  silence. 

That  night  he  lay  awake,  alternately 
repeating  the  precious  words  that  he  had 
learnt,  and  torturing  himself  with  thoughts 
of  what  he  should  have  done.  He  real 
ized,  not  for  the  first  time,  that  tact  and 
resource  were  not  his,  that  he  had  blun 
dered  horribly,  and  that  it  remained  for 
him  to  find  a  way  out  of  the  tangle. 
Absurd,  half-childish  ideas  of  beacons 
and  rafts  as  means  of  escape  crowded 
his  brain,  until,  as  the  dawn  was  reflected 
in  faint  grey  lights  on  the  wall  opposite 
the  open  window,  he  realized  with 
genuine  anger  that  he  was  in  a  high  fever. 

He  swallowed  quinine  till  his  brain 
was  a  jarring  chaos  of  revolving  wheels, 
then  dressed  and  went  in  to  breakfast, 
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Vera  was  there  before  him,  a  dainty 
figure  of  health  and  lightness,  sitting  at 
the  open  window  overlooking  the  sea, 
and  he  had  no  sooner  kissed  her  good- 
morning  than  she  held  him  from  her  at 
arm's  length,  and  studied  him  with  a 
little  frown  of  disapproval. 

"  You've  been  worrying,"  she  said, 
and  placed  a  cool  hand  on  his  temple ; 
"  you're  feverish." 

Drummond  tried  to  smile  ;  he  tried  to 
eat,  but  the  demon  fever  had  the  better 
of  him. 

"  It's  all  right,  little  woman,"  he  mut 
tered  feebly,  "  I've  got  the  recipe — here." 
He  tapped  his  forehead  with  an  attempt 
at  a  smile,  then  his  arms  scattered  the 
coffee  cups  and  his  head  sank  down  on  to 
them. 
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Those  were  the  last  rational  words  he 
uttered  for  three  days,  and  during  them 
the  little  brown  girl  never  left  his  side. 
Severe  dengue  is  sometimes  worse  than 
malaria,  and  this  was  dengue  under  whose 
influence  he  shouted  meaningless  words 
into  the  night,  raved  of  gloved  hands  and 
little  brown  girls  drowning  down  in  coral 
gardens  while  he  sat  powerless  to  aid. 
More  than  once  he  struggled  from  the 
bed  and  groped  for  the  door,  while  Vera 
stood  with  her  back  against  it  praying 
that  he  would  not  see  her,  and  finally, 
half  by  force,  half  by  persuasion,  coaxing 
him  back  again. 

Soon  was  useless.  He  had  far  too 
healthy  a  respect  for  the  sane  white  man 
to  deal  with  him  when  raving  mad.  So 
the  weary  hours  and  days  dragged  by, 


166  THE  RECIPE   FOR  RUBBER 

and  the  face  of  the  little  brown  girl  was 
drawn  and  haggard  when  at  last  Drum- 
mond  regained  consciousness.  His  eyes 
rested  upon  it  before  she  was  aware,  and 
his  voice,  weak  but  natural,  startled  her 
more  than  had  any  of  his  ravings. 

"  You  look  ill,  little  woman.  What's 
the  matter  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  she  hastily  assured  him, 
forcing  a  smile  to  her  lips.  He  had  been 
ill,  not  she — a  touch  of  dengue,  that  was 
all — he  would  soon  be  well  now. 

Coherent  thought  slowly  filtered  into 
his  brain  :  his  hand  sought  hers  over  the 
coverlet. 

"  How  long,"  he  said,  "  how  long  have 
I  been— like  this  ?  " 

"  Not  long,"  she  told  him  lightly,  truly 
not  long,  and  he  had  been  so  good. 
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Drummond  searched  the  half-averted 
face,  and  when  she  would  have  risen  to 
fetch  him  a  cooling  drink,  he  held  her 
captive. 

"  How  long,  Vera  ?  "  he  persisted. 
"  Tell  me,  I  want  to  know — I'm  not 
quite  sure  why — but  I  want  to  know." 

"  Three  days,"  she  said,  "  but " 

"  Three  days ! "  Drummond  struggled 
to  rise,  but  fell  back  on  the  pillow. 
"  Three  days — and  before  that — before 
that — ah,  yes  Gape — Gape,  of  course," 
— he  drew  his  hand  wearily  across  his 
forehead — "  Gape  and "  For  a  mo 
ment  he  lay  quite  still,  staring  at  the 
raftered  ceiling  while  his  brain  groped 
blindly  for  the  past,  then,  with  a  sudden 
ness  as  of  physical  pain:  "  My  God!" 
he  cried. 
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Vera  clasped  his  hand  in  both  of  hers, 
her  eyes  alight  with  compassionate  in 
quiry,  but  Drummond  seemed  not  to  see 
her.  His  lips  shut  in  a  straight,  thin  line 
and  no  further  sound  escaped  them  until 
a  few  minutes  later  she  left  his  side  and 
stole  softly  from  the  room. 

Then  he  turned  on  the  pillow  and 
stared  unseeingly  at  the  door. 

"  I've  forgotten  it,"  he  muttered 
blankly  ;  "  I've  forgotten  it  !  " 
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sun-bathed  days  dragged  slowly 
by,  and  with  each  one  of  them, 
under  the  tender  care  of  the  little  brown 
girl,  some  of  Drummond's  strength  re 
turned.  But  there  were  times,  growing 
in  frequency,  when  Vera  worried  about 
the  change  in  him.  He  was  quieter,  more 
thoughtful,  and  more  than  once  she 
caught  him  staring  abstractedly  into 
space,  his  face  furrowed  with  care. 

On  the  beach  she  had  found  him  one 
morning,  with  his  head  between  his  hands, 
staring  —  staring  out  to  sea,  his  lips  mov- 
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ing  slowly,  but  no  sound  coming  from 
them.  She  crept  to  his  side  and  laid  her 
hand  gently  on  his  knee. 

"  You're  not  sorry  ?  "  she  asked.  "  Tell 
me  if  you  are." 

"  Sorry  ? "  he  repeated  dazedly.  "  What 
about  ?  " 

"  About  us." 

For  answer  he  took  her  almost  fiercely 

into  his  arms. 

"  What  is  it  ?  Tell  me,"  she  insisted 
gently. 

"  Gape,"  he  said  laconically;  "  he  will 
come  back." 

"  Let  him,"  she  laughed  defiantly, 
"  our  recipe  is  safe  in  here."  She  placed 
a  cooling  hand  on  his  forehead,  and  Drum- 
mond  laughed  too,  but  he  still  looked  out 
to  sea. 


GAPE   RETURNS  173 

"  A  trader  may  pass  any  time,"  she 
said,  and  prattled  on  of  what  they  would 
do  '  over  there.'  At  any  other  time 
Drummond  would  have  revelled  in  her 
ingenuous  ideas  of  life  in  a  great  city. 
Apparently  anything  was  possible,  and 
so  it  would  have  been  with  the  recipe 
for  rubber  at  their  backs,  but — he  had 
tried  every  method  on  his  over-wTought 
brain,  thrashed  it,  coaxed  it,  ignored  it, 
and  one  by  one  at  the  most  unlooked-for 
moments  it  had  yielded  the  precious 
words,  only  to  torture  him  the  more 
when  two — two  only,  refused  to  return. 
They  had  vanished  utterly. 

Under  the  continued  mental  strain,  two 
weeks  had  passed  before  it  occurred  to  him 
to  prepare  for  Gape's  advent.  Obviously, 
the  ex-Captain  would  be  powerless  to  get 
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their  secret — Drummond  derived  a  cer 
tain  amount  of  comfort  even  from  this 
melancholy  fact — but  Gape  would  of 
course  be  unaware  of  it,  and  Drummond 
had  seen  enough  of  the  man  to  know  that 
in  a  cumbersome  way  he  could  make  a 
prodigious  amount  of  trouble.  Yes,  Gape 
would  return,  most  likely  with  others, 
and  he  was  taking  no  more  risks. 

He  spent  two  days  in  cutting  away  the 
bush  from  about  the  bungalow — it  offered 
too  good  an  approach — the  third  in  an  at 
tempt  at  making  the  flimsy  doors  secure. 

The  ex-Captain  had  taken  his  rifle,  but 
Vera  showed  him  where  her  father's  was 
kept  in  the  rafters  of  his  room,  together 
with  a  few  rounds  of  ammunition.  More 
over,  she  flourished  a  glittering  toy  of  her 
own  in  the  shape  of  a  silver- mounted  Colt. 
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"  Can  you  hit  a  haystack  with  it  at 
five  yards  ?  "  he  asked  her.  "  If  so,  you're 
a  prodigy." 

She  shot  him  an  indignant  glance. 

"  I've  never  seen  a  haystack,"  she  said, 
but  she  set  up  a  wine  glass  at  the  same 
distance  and  shattered  it. 

The  relief  of  having  something  to  do, 
something  to  occupy  his  mind,  had  a 
marked  effect  on  Drummond.  He  was 
alert,  resourceful.  The  fact  that  they  had 
now  nothing  to  guard  at  times  afforded 
him  a  sort  of  grim  amusement,  but  he 
never  dared  to  let  himself  quite  lose  hope 
that  the  remaining  words  would  return 
— they  would  have  to  return,  and  he 
would  have  to  keep  watch. 

He  summoned  Soon  and  Marama  to  the 
dining-room;  and  the  ancient  Korean 
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stood  shuffling  his  horny  feet  on  the 
matting  of  the  floor,  his  wrinkled,  yellow 
face  conveying  its  habitual  impression  of 
unfathomable  depth,  while  Marama,  who, 
it  seemed,  was  incapable  of  standing  up 
right,  lolled  against  the  wall,  apparently 
occupied  hi  the  repression  of  an  eternal 
yawn. 

Drummond  surveyed  his  unpromising 
recruits  with  simulated  approval.  He 
was  now  master,  he  told  them,  and  they 
must  obey,  even  as  they  obeyed  Missi 
Herito,  for  his  daughter — the  marama 1 — 
and  he  were  to  be  married  soon,  and  they 
would  take  good  servants  with  them  to 
Suva,  but  bad  ones  they  would  assuredly 
leave  behind.  But  first  there  was  a  devil 
in  their  path,  a  devil  that  must  be  re- 
i  Lady. 
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moved  or  avoided.  He  would  come  in 
the  shape  of  the  white  man  who  had 
sailed  away  with  the  launch  and  cutter, 
and  at  night  they  would  have  to  take  it 
in  turns  to  watch  for  his  coming.  If  the 
watcher  slept  he  would  never  wake  again. 
That  was  all.  He  would  sit  up  himself 
to-night.  In  the  meantime  they  must 
get  all  the  provisions  into  the  house — 
flour,  barrels  of  water  and  many  green 
bananas  and  cocoanuts. 

They  left  the  room  seemingly  quite 
unimpressed  by  his  eloquence,  but  he 
understood  the  native  mind  enough  to 
know  they  would  obey. 

Three  weeks  came  and  went,  only  to 
increase  the  vigilance  of  the  little  house 
hold.  Drummond  spent  the  greater  part 
of  each  day  with  Vera  on  a  grassy  emin- 
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ence  commanding  a  view  of  the  only 
two  landing  places  on  the  island,  and  it 
was  here,  on  an  evening  when  the  sea 
lay  calm  below  them,  veiled  in  the  shim 
mering  heat  haze  of  departing  day,  and 
Drummond  squatted  in  the  rank  grass 
smoking  and  thinking,  that  Vera  suddenly 
gripped  his  arm  and  pointed  out  to  sea. 

At  first  he  could  see  nothing,  then, 
out  of  the  haze  something  took  shape, 
moved  slowly  up  the  reef,  stopped,  and 
moved  on  again.  The  light  was  decep 
tive,  but  before  it  died  Drummond  had 
seen  a  boat,  rowed  by  three  men,  pass 
through  the  channel  in  the  reef,  and 
presently  heard  the  faint  rasping  of  a 
keel  on  sand. 

"  They  did  it  very  neatly,"  he  said, 
"  but  just  half  an  hour  too  soon," 
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Back  at  the  bungalow,  all  was  in  readi 
ness,  and  Drummond  surveyed  his  pre 
parations  with  the  eye  of  a  general. 

Negotiations  commenced  sooner  than 
he  had  expected.  About  eight  o'clock 
they  were  sitting  on  the  verandah  after 
dinner  when  footsteps  sounded  on  the 
pathway,  and  a  tall,  white  figure  emerged 
from  the  darkness  into  the  ring  of  light 
cast  by  the  dining-room  lamp  at  the 
foot  of  the  steps.  A  very  engaging  figure 
it  was,  standing,  hat  in  hand,  bowing 
gracefully.  Drummond  returned  the 
salute — with  Hetherington's  rifle  across 
his  knees. 

The  man  was  of  a  swarthy  appearance 
that  suggested  the  foreigner,  strikingly 
handsome,  and  powerfully  but  gracefully 
built.  His  ducks  were  immaculate,  his 
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solar  topee  and  white  shoes  spotless,  his 
appearance  conveying  an  air  of  artifici 
ality  that  his  manner  served  to  en 
hance. 

"  Pardon  the  intrusion,"  he  said,  in  a 
low,  musical  voice  without  the  trace  of  an 
accent.  "  I  see  I  have  made  a  mistake 
in  landing  here." 

"  It  depends  on  what  you  came  for," 
said  Drummond. 

The  stranger's  finer  sensibilities  ap 
peared  to  be  hurt  by  the  curt  rejoinder. 

"  Trade,"  he  sighed.  "  What  else  in 
this  out-of-the-way  corner  of  the  Antip 
odes  ?  " 

"  Then  I'm  afraid  you  have,"  said 
Drummond. 

For  a  moment  the  other's  eyes  sought 
his,  and  there  was  a  glint  in  their  depths 
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dispelled  on  the  instant  by  an  obviously 
assumed  languor. 

"  I  presume  the  island  is  private 
property,"  he  drawled. 

"  Yes." 

"  And  may  I  ask  the  name  of  the 
owner  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  Hetherington." 

' '  Ah,  yes,  I  think  I  have  heard  it.  Then 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  addressing  Mr. 
Hetherington." 

"  Mr.  Hetherington  died  a  little  over 
three  weeks  ago.  This  is  Miss  Hethering 
ton,  the  present  owner ;  if  there  is  any 
thing  you  wish  to  say,  I  am  acting  on  her 
behalf." 

The  stranger  appeared  genuinely 
pained. 

"  A  thousand  apologies,"  he  said,  bow- 


182  THE  RECIPE  FOR  RUBBER 

ing  a  trifle  too  low  for  naturalness ;  "  it  is 
like  my  clumsiness.  My  name  is  Perry — 
Clinton  Perry — may  I  be  allowed  to  camp 
here  for  a  few  days  ?  I  find  trading  a 
trifle  strenuous." 

He  placed  his  foot  on  the  lowest  step, 
and  flicked  an  imaginary  speck  from  his 
shoe.  Drummond's  finger  caressed  the 
trigger  of  the  rifle. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  appear  discourteous," 
he  said,  "  but  Mr.  Hetherington  was 
very  decided  on  that  point,  and  Miss 
Hetherington  shares  his  aversion  to  mak 
ing  the  island  a  public  camping  ground." 

The  man  fixed  Vera  with  an  insolent 
stare,  and  his  carefully-trained  moustache 
rose  at  a  slight  angle  in  a  smirk  that  was 
too  much  for  Drummond.  He  leant 
over  the  rifle. 
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"  Mr.  Perry,"  he  said,  "  don't  you 
think  this  play-acting  has  gone  far  enough  ? 
I  saw  Gape  through  my  glasses." 

<c  Mr.  Clinton  Perry,"  was  not  in  the 
least  disturbed. 

"  Indeed,"  he  said,  "  a  truly  edifying 
sight.  Perhaps  you  agree  with  me  that 
if  he  took  the  same  pains  with  his  man 
ners  that  he  does  with  his  beard  he  would 
be  a  worthy  man,  a  truly  worthy  man." 
He  sighed  regretfully.  "  Then,  as  emis 
sary  I  take  it  I  am  not  wanted  ;  you  are 
fully  aware  of  the  purpose  of  our 
visit  ?  " 

"  Fully." 

"  And  you  are  still  obdurate  ?  " 

"  Obdurate  is  hardly  the  word.  I  am 
incapable  of  giving  you  the  information 
you  wish." 
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"  Incapable  ?  Pardon  me,  I  must  be 
dense." 

"  I  say  incapable,  because  I  committed 
the  recipe  for  rubber  to  memory  and  have 
now  forgotten  it." 

For  a  moment  Perry  studied  the  set 
of  his  trousers,  then  looked  up,  laughing 
musically. 

"  Admirable,"  he  said,  "  really  admira 
ble  ;  but  you  surely  have  more  sense  of 
humour  than  to  ask  me  to  believe  it  ?  " 

"  I  ask  nothing,"  returned  Drummond, 
"  I  state  the  fact ;  you  can  take  it  or 
leave  it." 

Perry  was  still  smiling  ;  it  seemed  to  be 
the  set  expression  of  his  handsome  face. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  "  then  we  will 
leave  it — for  this  evening"  and  raising  his 
hat  with  something  perilously  near  a 
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flourish,   he   strode   off  into   the   night. 

"  Don't  like  the  beggar,"  said  Drum- 
mond  when  he  had  gone.  "  One  can 
tackle  Gape  and  his  kind,  but  this — I 
can't  quite  place  him." 

The  little  brown  girl  looked  up  into  his 
troubled  face  as  he  leant  on  the  verandah 
balcony. 

"  It  was  splendid  !  "  she  said  suddenly. 
' '  Splendid !  How  did  you  think  of  it  ?  " 

"  Think  of  what  ?  "  Drummond's  voice 
was  a  blank. 

"  Of  telling  him  you  had  forgotten  the 
recipe." 

Drummond  slowly  filled  his  pipe  and 
set  light  to  the  tobacco. 

"  An  inspiration,  wasn't  it  ?  "  he  said. 

All  that  night  he  watched  while  the 
little  household  slept,  and  all  night,  in 
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spite  of  himself,  he  wrestled  with  his 
brain  until  he  thought  he  would  go  mad, 
but  never  a  flicker  of  remembrance  came 
to  him.  A  visit  from  the  self-invited 
guests  down  on  the  beach  would  have 
been  almost  a  relief,  but  they  made  no  sign, 
and  in  the  morning  when  he  and  Vera, 
who  insisted  on  accompanying  him,  lay 
flat  in  the  grass  of  the  look-out  hill,  they 
saw  two  neat,  white  tents  erected  on  the 
edge  of  the  beach,  and  a  thin,  blue  column 
of  smoke  hovering  above  them. 

Presently  Gape  emerged  from  one  of 
them,  and  proceeded  to  fry  something 
over  the  wood  fire. 

"  Looks  comfortable,  doesn't  it  ?  " 
commented  Drummond.  Then  an  im 
pulse  seized  him. 

"  I  used  to  be  able  to  shoot,"  he  said, 
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drew  the  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  and  sighted 
carefully. 

There  was  a  report,  Gape  started  as 
though  stung,  and  the  frying  pan  tinkled 
faintly  as  it  fell  among  the  stones  of  the 
improvised  fireplace. 

The  little  brown  girl  clapped  her  hands 
in  sheer  delight. 

"  Lie  down !  "  commanded  Drummond, 
and  dragged  her  forcibly  to  his  side 
as  Gape  dashed  into  the  tent  and  reap 
peared  with  his  rifle. 

He  knelt  in  the  sand,  and  was  making 
a  very  fair  guess  of  their  whereabouts 
along  its  glittering  barrel,  when  Perry 
issued  from  the  further  tent. 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  exclaimed  Drummond, 
passing  his  field  glasses  to  Vera.  "  He's 
in  pink  silk  pyjamas  !  " 
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He  evidently  addressed  some  command 
to  Gape,  for  the  ex-Captain  rose  reluct 
antly  to  his  feet,  and  vented  some  of 
his  feelings  by  shaking  his  fist  at  the  hill 
side. 

"  I  thought  so,"  said  Drummond,  as 
they  picked  their  way  back  to  the  bunga 
low.  "  Perry  is  the  leader,  and  he  has 
sense  enough  to  know  they  can  do  no 
good  by  hurting  us.  I  don't  quite  see 
what  they  can  do." 

But  he  was  not  long  to  be  left  in 
doubt. 
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HIS   MIND 

T?ORTY-EIGHT  hours  is  a  long  time 
-**  for  the  normal  human  to  go 
without  sleep,  but  Vera's  pleadings  were 
of  no  avail,  Drummond  held  doggedly 
to  his  purpose  of  watching  for  one  more 
night ;  after  that,  he  promised  she  should 
take  her  turn. 

Half  the  night  he  paced  the  verandah, 
searching  his  brain  for  a  plan  of  escape, 
wondering  how  long  it  would  take  the 
enemy  to  tire  of  their  present  tactics, 
and  what  they  could  do  when  they  did 
tire  of  them,  forcing  himself  to  think  of 
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anything  but  the  one  thought  that 
remained  back  of  all  others  ;  for  he  felt 
that  the  remaining  words  would  come,  as 
all  the  others  had  come,  when  he  least 
expected  them. 

The  night  was  still  and  oppressively 
hot ;  he  flung  himself  into  a  wicker 
chair  and  allowed  his  gaze  to  follow  the 
silver  pathway  that  the  moon  had  pat 
terned  on  the  sea.  In  fancy  he  pictured 
himself  and  the  little  brown  girl  wander 
ing  up  it  and  away — away  from  the  island 
of  all  their  cares  to  the  land  of  '  over 
there.'  Already  he  was  enjoying  her 
delight  in  everything  about  them,  and 
together  they  were  boarding  a  pirate 
omnibus  in  the  Strand,  when  the  deep 
tones  of  an  organ  came  to  their  ears. 

The  little  brown  girl  seemed  to  accept 
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it  as  nothing  unusual,  part,  in  fact,  of  the 
joys  of  a  ride  on  a  penny  omnibus,  but  to 
Drummond  the  notes  conveyed  a  sense 
of  uneasiness ;  he  felt  they  should  not 
have  been  there,  and  in  searching  for 
their  cause,  a  well-known  Short's  and  the 
Vaudeville  Theatre  dissolved  into  space, 
and  he  opened  his  eyes  on  a  tropical 
night. 

But  the  organ  still  played  on.  He 
shook  himself  angrily  into  wakefulness 
and  reached  out  for  his  rifle — it  was  gone  ! 
For  a  moment  the  thing  seemed  impossi 
ble,  but  the  organ  was  still  playing,  and 
with  a  muttered  imprecation  he  strode  in 
the  direction  of  the  music. 

At  the  dining-room  door  a  strange  sight 
met  his  bewildered  gaze.  The  moon, 
streaming  through  the  window,  fell 

Bf 
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directly  on  a  large  American  organ  that  he 
had  noticed  before  in  a  corner  of  the  room, 
but  had  taken  for  granted  was  never  used 
on  account  of  Hetherington's  hand.  On 
the  stool  sat  Perry,  lost  in  music  that 
Drummond  instantly  recognized  as  an 
old  Fijian  meke l  chant,  exquisitely 
played.  Then  came  the  realization  that 
he,  on  whose  shoulders  rested  the  safety 
of  the  household,  had  slept  at  his  post  so 
soundly  that  his  rifle  had  been  taken,  the 
enemy  had  entered  the  house,  and  now, 
above  all,  held  him  momentarily  inactive 
by  playing  the  organ. 

The  thought  was  sufficiently  exasperat 
ing  to  sting  him  to  action.  He  advanced 
into  the  room,  and  Perry  turned. 

"  Queer,  isn't  it  ?  "  he  said,  without 
1  Dance. 
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ceasing  the  undercurrent  of  music.  "  No 
one  ever  thinks  of  adapting  these  old 
airs :  there's  music  in  them,  music  of 
battle,  and  storm,  and  love." 

What  was  there  to  be  said  to  such  a 
man  ?  He  drifted  off  into  Gounod's 
'  Nazareth,'  and  after  one  despairing 
glance  for  his  rifle,  Drummond  dropped 
into  a  chair. 

"  I  had  it  taken  down  to  the  camp," 
Perry  explained.  "  We  talked  it  over,  and 
decided  that  after  this  morning's  little 
exhibition,  you  were  safer  without  it ; 
hence  my  intrusion,  and  now  that  I  am 
here — "  He  paused  during  the  opening 
bars  of  the  '  Songs  of  Araby.'  "  That 
still  remains  the  finest  song  ever  written," 
he  interpolated.  "  As  I  was  saying,  now 
that  I  am  here,  I  see  no  reason  for  going 
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back.  A  tent  is  uncomfortably  hot  in 
the  day  time,  and  there  are  Gape  and 
Symonds — worthy  men,  both,  but — " 
Perry's  smile  was  explanatory.  His 
voice  trailed  off  into  a  kind  of  droning 
accompaniment  as  he  rambled  on. 
"  Hetherington  knew  what  he  was  doing 
when  he  got  an  organ.  Climate,  you 
know,  doesn't  affect  'em  like  a  piano.  I 
see  you  have  a  soul  for  music ;  perhaps 
you  play  ?  " 

Drummond  drew  himself  together  with 
an  effort. 

"  How  much  longer  is  this  going  on  ?  " 
he  demanded. 

Perry  ceased  playing,  and  turned  from 
the  organ  to  light  a  cigarette. 

"  Just  as  long  as  you  choose  to  let  it, 
Mr.  Drummond,"  he  said,  waving  out 
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the  match  and  depositing  it  carefully  in 
an  ash  tray. 

"  I  have  told  you  it  is  not  a  matter  of 
choice,  but  necessity,"  said  Drummond. 
"  In  the  first  place,  as  I  told  you  before,  I 
have  forgotten  the  recipe,  and  in  the 
second,  if  I  had  not,  nothing  would  induce 
me  to  reveal  it.  Isn't  that  enough  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not,"  he  said.  "  You  see, 
I  have  gone  to  some  trouble  and  a  great 
deal  of  inconvenience  ;  the  unadulterated 
society  of  Gape  and  Symonds  is,  as  I 
daresay  you  can  imagine,  anything  but 
congenial,  and  I  really  cannot  bring 
myself  to  put  up  with  it  for  nothing." 

"  How  much  is  it  worth  ? "  said 
Drummond  desperately. 

"  Precisely  as  much  as  the  recipe  for 
rubber." 
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"  Then  I  can't  pay  you." 

Perry  shrugged  a  pair  of  powerful 
shoulders. 

"  My  time,"  he  said,  "  is  fortunately 
only  limited  by  the  span  of  a  particularly 
healthy  life.  Of  course,  my  patience  may 
give  out  before  the  end  of  it,  but  that 
remains  to  be  seen.  I  may  tell  you  that 
these  surroundings  " — he  glanced  about 
the  cool,  well-furnished  room — "  and 
this  " — he  tapped  the  keyboard  of  the 
organ — "  will  go  far  to  help  matters. ' 

"  And  what  do  you  propose  to  do 
when  this  patience  of  yours  is  ex 
hausted  ? " 

"  That,  I  hardly  care  to  tell  you.  It  is 
a  crude,  altogether  unpleasant  subject  of 
conversation  ;  besides,  I  am  genuinely 
anxious  to  spare  your  feelings." 
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Perry  rose  from  the  organ  stool  and 
slowly  paced  the  room,  trailing  a  cloud 
of  tobacco  smoke. 

"  Come,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  you're 
no  fool,  Mr.  Drummond;  yet  you  expect 
me  to  believe  that  you  committed  a 
priceless  prescription  to  memory  and 
then  forgot  it :  you  must  surely  take  me 
for  one." 

"  I  take  you  for  nothing  but  the  mealy- 
mouthed  scoundrel  that  you  are,"  said 
Drummond. 

Perry  raised  an  imploring,  well-shaped 
hand. 

"  No  scenes — I  beg  of  you,"  he  said. 
"  They  invariably  lead  to  something 
worse  ;  besides,  I  should  be  obliged  to 
summon  Gape  who  is  outside,  probably 
asleep  :  it  is  the  only  condition  in  which 


200  THE   RECIPE   FOR   RUBBER 

he  is  at  all  bearable,  so  please  don't 
wake  him." 

The  man's  oiliness  goaded  Drummond 
from  his  chair. 

"  I'll  wring  your  measly  neck,"  he 
burst  out. 

Perry  smiled,  and  something  in  his 
hand  glinted  white  in  the  moonlight. 

"  I  take  a  sixteen-inch  collar,"  he 
said,  "  and  I  am  armed.  Although  Miss 
Hetherington  slept  through  my  efforts  on 
the  organ,  a  shot  would  certainly  distress 
her.  Please  be  reasonable." 

Seeing  the  futility  of  his  position, 
Drummond  sat  at  the  great  oak  table, 
restlessly  drumming  his  fingers  on  the 
cloth,  while  Perry  leisurely  lighted  the 
swinging  lamp. 

"  That's  better,"  he  observed  when  the 
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soft  yellow  light  flooded  the  room.  Then 
he  seated  himself  at  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table.  His  dark,  handsome  face 
wore  a  smile  of  commiseration  as  he 
looked  at  Drummond. 

"  You're  in  the  devil  of  a  hole,  young 
man,"  he  said,  "  and  I  think  you  see  it. 
Personally,  I  am  sorry  for  you,  but  my 
will  is  stronger  than  my  sentiment,  and 
my  sense  of  duty  stronger  than  either." 

"  Duty  !  "  The  scoff  was  hardly 
audible,  but  Perry  heard  it. 

"  Yes,  duty,"  he  repeated  deliberately. 
"It  is  a  fundamental  law  that  when  a 
man  finds  himself  in  this  world  it  is  his 
duty  to  live.  It  is  an  equally  fundamen 
tal  ruling  of  nature  that  he  has  to  live  on 
some  one  else.  I  have  done  it  all  my 
life — we  all  do  it,  consciously  or  uncon- 
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sciously — and  I  now  propose  to  live  on 
you,  or  rather  the  knowledge  that  is 
yours,  just  as  you  were  quite  cheerfully 
going  to  live  on  Hetherington's." 

Perry  waited  for  the  effect  of  this 
announcement,  and  seeing  none,  con 
tinued. 

"  Now,  if  I  chose  to  be  disagreeable,  I 
should  deprive  you  of  this  knowledge, 
test  its  accuracy,  and  then  deprive  you  of 
life,  for  without  your  secret — I  hope  you 
will  pardon  me — you  would  be  practically 
valueless.  Instead,  I  am  prepared  to 
share  it  with  you.  In  this  particular 
instance  it  is  great  enough  to  provide  a 
living — even  a  fortune — for  two." 

"  Extremely  good  of  you,"  commented 
Drummond,  "  and  where  would  Gape 
and  your  friend  Symonds  come  in  ?  " 
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"  Perhaps  you  have  noticed  a  flock  of 
sparrows  attacking  a  hawk."  Perry 
smiled,  or  rather  his  moustache  rose 
gracefully  at  the  corners.  "  In  the 
scramble,  there  are  always  some  sparrows 
left  out — Gape  and  Symonds  will  be 
among  these." 

Drummond  made  no  effort  to  hide  his 
contempt. 

"  And  I  thought  there  was  honour 
among  thieves,"  he  said. 

Perry  rose  abruptly  and  flung  his 
cigarette  out  of  the  window.  For  the 
first  time  he  showed  signs  of  annoyance. 

"  I  see  we  are  at  cross  purposes,  Mr. 
Drummond,"  he  said.  "  I  was  hoping 
you  would  listen  to  reason.  I'm  sorry, 
because  it  will  make  it  the  harder  for 
you." 
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"  The  harder  for  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  see,  we  shall  have  to  resort 
to  the  crude  methods  I  referred  to  just 
now,  although — "  Perry  considered  a 
moment.  "  Yes,  even  they  are  capable 
of  refinement — I  refer,  of  course,  to — er 
— torture." 


CHAPTER    XIII 

A  FLIGHT  AND 
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A  FLIGHT  AND   AN  ESCAPE 

^  I  ^HE  ugly  word,  though  lightly  uttered, 
fell  like  a  bolt  on  the  silence,  its 
train  of  hideous  possibilities  sinking 
slowly  into  Drummond's  brain. 

He  was  no  coward,  neither  was  he 
over  imaginative,  but  in  the  pause  that 
followed  Perry's  cold-blooded  announce 
ment,  a  kind  of  nausea  stole  over  him. 
The  man  was  capable  of  it — he  meant  it. 
Drummond  realized  this  as  he  looked 
steadily  into  his  eyes  across  the  table. 

With  an  effort  he  forced  himself  to 
laugh,  and  with  that  laugh  his  strength 
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surged  back  to  him,  redoubled  by  a  blind 
fury  against  this  devil   in  human  form. 

Perry  was  reflectively  curling  his 
moustache. 

"  You  are  a  very  dogged  young  man," 
he  was  saying;  "  but  I  think  a  really 
cunningly-devised  rack  would  have  much 
the  same  effect  as  it  had  in  the  days  of  the 

Inquisition    or ."      But    Drummond 

scarcely  heard  him.  Perry's  revolver 
lay  on  the  table  close  to  his  hand  :  to 
reach  it  was  out  of  the  question,  and 
already  it  seemed  that  the  man  had 
divined  his  thought,  for  his  hand  was 
outstretched  towards  it  when  Drummond 
upset  the  table  and  flung  himself  upon 
him. 

The  revolver,  as  he  had  hoped,  fell  to 
the  floor,  and  for  a  moment  they  reeled 
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and  swayed,  locked  in  each  other's  grip, 
before  Perry  caught  his  foot  on  the  over 
turned  table,  and  they  fell  writhing  to  the 
floor. 

Deadened  by  the  thick  matting,  neither 
their  fall  nor  that  of  the  table  had  made 
much  noise,  and  for  some  reason  Perry 
refrained  from  calling  help.  Even  as  he 
struggled  desperately,  Drummond  won 
dered  at  this,  and  could  only  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  Gape's  presence  outside 
had  been  a  bluff  on  Perry's  part.  The 
thought  gave  him  new  strength.  By  a 
miracle  he  had  fallen  uppermost,  and 
through  a  rain  of  vicious  blows  managed 
to  feel  his  way  to  Perry's  throat,  gripping 
it  like  a  vice  with  both  hands.  Even 
with  this  killing  hold,  it  taxed  every 
muscle  in  his  body  to  keep  the  upper  hand. 
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Perry's  struggles  only  showed  that,  given 
the  slightest  loophole  of  advantage,  he 
could  end  the  affair  in  short  order ;  but 
Drummond  saw  that  none  was  given. 
He  could  feel  his  crossed  thumbs  sinking 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  man's  throat, 
and  it  filled  him  with  an  unholy  joy. 
He  tightened  his  grip  unmercifully  till 
Perry's  breath  came  in  choking  gasps,  his 
struggles  grew  feebler,  and  at  last  he  lay 
quite  still,  his  mouth  agape,  his  tongue, 
purple  and  swollen,  lolling  from  it.  Then, 
and  not  till  then,  did  he  relax  his  cramped 
fingers  and  look  up,  to  see  Vera  standing 
in  the  doorway. 

Her  eyes  were  lit  with  excitement. 
The  masses  of  her  brown  hair,  glinting 
golden  in  the  yellow  lamp  light,  fell  about 
the  shoulders  of  her  white  nightdress  in 
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tumbled  profusion.  Once  more  she  was 
a  beautiful  wild  thing,  rejoicing  in  their 
victory. 

Drummond  rose  to  his  feet,  and  stood 
back  breathing  hard. 

"  Have  I  killed  him  ?  "  he  panted. 

The  little  brown  girl  stood  looking  down 
on  Perry's  face  with  the  interested  scru 
tiny  of  a  hunter  inspecting  the  nature  of 
his  bag. 

"  No,"  she  said,  and  passed  Drum 
mond  her  revolver. 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  He  meant  it,"  she  insisted ;  "  he 
would  have  done  it." 

"  I  know,"  he  answered,  "  but  I 
can't — I  can't — how  long  were  you 
there  ?  " 

"  From     the    beginning  —  the    organ 
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woke  me.  He  was  playing  some  time 
before — before " 

"  Before  I  woke  up,"  supplied  Drum- 
mond  savagely.  The  very  thought  set 
the  blood  tingling  anew  in  his  veins. 
"  Now  for  the  others.  There's  a  chance, 
just  a  chance.  Come — just  as  you  are — 
before  this  beast  comes  to." 

But  there  was  no  need  for  instructions. 
The  little  brown  girl  sped  from  the  house 
and  down  the  rough  hillside  far  quicker 
than  Drummond.  She  seemed  to  know 
every  tree  and  boulder,  leaping  from  one 
to  another  with  the  sure-footed  ease  of  a 
gazelle,  a  fleeting  white  figure  that  he 
tried  but  failed  to  overtake  until  they 
stood  side  by  side  on  the  beach. 

The  tents  were  deserted,  but  out  at 
sea,  in  the  semi-darkness,  they  could  just 


AN  ESCAPE  213 

discern  the  outline  of  the  launch,  and 
as  they  listened,  the  intermittent  murmur 
of  voices  came  to  them  over  the  water. 

"  They're  out  there,"  said  the  little 
brown  girl.  "  We  must  swim,"  and  to 
gether  they  waded  into  the  sea. 

Swiftly  and  silently  they  swam,  keep 
ing  low  in  the  water.  Drummond  had 
no  fixed  plan  ;  there  had  been  no  time 
to  think  of  one,  but  the  launch  was  obvi 
ously  their  only  means  of  escape,  and  he 
bent  all  his  energies  on  reaching  it,  after 
that — he  trusted  in  providence  and  the 
spur  of  the  moment. 

The  voices  came  nearer,  and  were  now 
so  distinct  that  for  a  moment  they  ceased 
swimming  and  trod  water,  listening  to 
the  conversation. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  "   came  an  unknown 
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voice  that  Drummond  knew  must  be 
Symonds. 

"  Up  at  the  house.  He  got  his  rifle 
easy  as  winkin'  while  he  was  asleep,  and 
sent  me  down  here  with  it.  I  hadn't  got 
fifty  yards  from  the  house  before  he 
started  playing  the  organ." 

"  Lord,  but  he's  a  cool  cuss  !  "  The 
unknown  voice  was  filled  with  admiration. 

"  Bit  too  cool  for  me,"  returned  Gape. 
"  I  asked  him  to  come  in  on  this  deal,  not 
to  boss  it." 

"  Aw,  what's  the  use  of  kickin'  ;  he's 
the  one  to  get  it  out  of  him  if  any  one 


can." 


"  If  !     I  tell  you  we've  got  to  or " 

"  How  ?  " 

"  Perry  spoke  of  torture." 

There  was  a  movement  in  the  launch 
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and  Symonds'  voice  came  more  distinctly. 

"  Torture  !  " 

"  Yes,  torture — got  any  ideas  ?  " 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  said  Symonds  de 
liberately.  "  I've  done  a  few  things  in 
my  time,  but — torture  !  " 

A  match  was  struck,  throwing  the  ex- 
Captain's  rugged  profile  into  momentary 
relief  against  the  night. 

"  You'd  better  tell  Perry  what  you 
think  about  it,"  he  sneered. 

There  was  an  ominous  silence,  broken 
at  last  by  Gape. 

"  Come  up  to  the  house,"  he  said. 
"  They've  got  wine  up  there  that  is  wine, 
and  cigars  that  make  you  think  of 
mother." 

Drummond's  heart  stood  still.  If  only 
they  would  row  ashore  in  the  dinghy — 
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but  the  next  moment  the  hope  was 
shattered. 

"  Perry  told  me  to  stay  here  to-night," 
said  Symonds  a  trifle  lamely. 

"  Bah  !  You  haven't  got  the  heart  of 
a  louse." 

"  I  know  Perry,"  was  the  laconic 
rejoinder. 

"  Scared  of  him  ?  " 

"  You're  tame  enough  when  he's 
around.  How  about  the  frying  pan  ? 
I  wouldn't  have  stood  for  that." 

There  was  an  audible  grunt,  peculiar 
to  Gape,  a  sudden  movement,  and  the 
ex-Captain  could  be  heard  clambering 
over  the  side  of  the  launch  into  the 
dinghy. 

"  I  don't  let  other  men  smoke  and 
drink  what's  mine  as  much  as  theirs 
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while  I  sit  and  rot  in  a  launch,  anyway. 
Are  you  coming  ?  " 

"  No." 

There  was  the  plash  of  water,  the  dull 
sound  of  oars  falling  into  rowlocks,  and 
the  splash  of  dipping  blades. 

To  Drummond  and  the  little  brown  girl 
methodically  treading  water  out  in  the 
darkness,  came  the  same  quickening 
flash  of  hope — there  would  be  only  one  to 
deal  with  now,  only  one — but  again  it 
was  dispelled  as  soon  as  conceived.  A 
shot  rang  out  from  shore,  waking  echoes 
that  rolled  up  the  hillside,  quickly  fol 
lowed  by  a  second. 

Drummond  groaned.  A  voice  rolled 
out  over  the  water,  a  voice  that  he  had 
come  to  loathe  more  than  anything  in 
his  life. 
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"  There    Gape  ?     There    Symonds  ?  " 

An  answering  shout  came  from  the 
direction  of  the  launch. 

"  Got  away,"  shouted  the  voice. 
"  Can't  be  far — keep  watch." 

"Go  to  hell !  "  roared  Gape,  and  a 
bullet  plocked  into  the  water  not  a  yard 
from  Drummond. 

Symonds  stood  at  the  launch's  gun 
wale  holding  aloft  a  ship's  lantern.  They 
had  seen  the  two  heads  side  by  side  not 
forty  yards  away. 

"  Dive  !  "  hissed  the  little  brown  girl, 
seizing  his  hand,  and  the  waters  closed 
above  them. 

To  Drummond  it  seemed  an  age  before 
they  came  to  the  surface — full  into  the 
light  of  Symonds'  lantern.  Two  seconds, 
to  exhale  and  inhale,  and  again  they  were 


"  Dive  !  "  hissed  the  little  brown  girl,  and  the  waters  closed  above  them 
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under  the  water,  swimming  desperately, 
There  was  a  deafening  rush  of  water  in 
his  ears,  and  he  knew  that  a  bullet  had 
passed  his  head — it  seemed  not  an  inch 
away,  but  in  reality  it  was  a  good  two 
feet. 

When  next  they  rose,  the  light,  a 
little  fainter,  was  moving.  They  were 
following  them  in  the  dinghy.  Again 
the  voice  rolled  out — "  Don't  shoot — 
damn  you  ! — don't  shoot !  "  And  again 
a  bullet  churned  the  water  behind  them. 

"  Follow  me,"  whispered  the  little 
brown  girl.  "  We  can  go  faster  apart — 
there — now — out  to  the  reef  !  " 

Drummond  had  always  thought  he 
could  swim.  He  set  his  teeth  with  grim 
disgust  and  struck  out  with  savage 
strokes  trying  to  keep  pace  with  the  little 
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head  that  was  always  a  yard  in  front  of 
him.  And  the  light  was  gaining  on  them. 

Once  more  they  were  forced  to  dive, 
losing  several  yards  by  leaving  their 
course,  but  their  tactics  were  rewarded. 
A  babel  of  oaths  burst  from  the  pursuing 
boat,  while  Symonds  rested  on  his  oars, 
and  Gape  cast  about  him  with  the  lan 
tern  in  one  hand  and  his  rifle  in  the  other. 

The  tide  was  on  the  ebb,  and  now  they 
could  just  discern  the  white  fangs  of  the 
reef  above  the  inky  swell.  A  tiny, 
clear-cut  edge  of  blood-red  light  showed 
above  the  horizon,  and  to  Drummond  it 
seemed  that  futher  effort  was  useless. 

"  Dawn  !  "  he  gasped. 

"  I  know, "  said  the  little  brown  girl, 
"  swim,  swim  !  " 

The  boat  was  gaining  rapidly  when  at 
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last  they  clambered  on  to  the  reef  and 
sped  barefoot  along  it,  hardly  noticing 
the  razor-edged  coral  that  pierced  their 
feet.  Gape  alternately  swore  and  fired, 
but  the  rising  and  falling  of  the  boat 
was  the  fugitive's  salvation  until  the 
pursuers  had  landed  on  the  reef  ;  then  it 
seemed  that  the  end  must  come.  Gape 
knelt,  took  steady  aim  and  fired. 

The  coral  shattered  between  Drum- 
mond's  feet,  and  he  was  tearing  on,  when 
Vera  caught  his  arm  dragging  him  down 
to  her  side,  and  he  saw,  by  the  crimson 
light  of  a  tropical  dawn,  that  they 
crouched  on  the  coral  wall  directly  above 
her  "  garden." 

She  seized  his  hand. 

"  Take  a  lot  of  little  breaths — so,"  she 
said,  illustrating  her  meaning — "now 
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deep  ones — so  ;  not  too  deep — so — 
now  !  " 

Drummond  felt  the  warm  waters 
close  about  him,  and  as  he  swam,  Vera's 
hand  guiding  him  down  and  still  down. 
She  pulled  him  closer,  so  that  their  bodies 
touched  as  they  swam,  and  when  a  coral 
needle  grazed  his  knuckles,  he  knew 
that  they  had  entered  the  passage  under 
the  cliff. 

Soon  the  water  sang  in  his  ears,  and  he 
could  feel  the  veins  throbbing  at  his 
temples,  yet  he  struggled  on,  until  it 
seemed  that  his  lungs  must  burst  or  his 
heart  pound  a  way  through  his  ribs. 

After  an  eternity  of  expectancy,  there 
was  a  quick  jerk  of  the  guiding  hand 
and  they  shot  up — up  and  out  into  the 
blessed  air.  A  blood-red  mist  swam 
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before  Drummond's  eyes,  fading  sud 
denly  into  complete  darkness. 

The  little  brown  girl  lay  at  his  side  on 
the  rocky  ledge  where  she  had  dragged 
him,  her  dripping  nightdress  clinging  to 
her  slender  body.  Her  arms  went  about 
his  neck  as  she  snuggled  closer,  coaxing 
him  back  to  consciousness. 

"  Boy  !  "  she  called,  her  voice  ringing 
metallic  about  the  walls  of  the  cave. 
"  Boy  !  Wake  up — we're  safe — they 
shan't  have  you — wake  up  !  " 


CHAPTER    XIV 

PROVES  THAT  A 
LOTTERY  MAY  NOT 
BE  A  SPECULATION 


CHAPTER  XIV 

PROVES  THAT  A  LOTTERY  MAY  NOT  BE  A 
SPECULATION 

"  T     TELL    you    I    never    hit  him," 

*•     Gape  protested  for  the  third  time. 

"  I  saw  him  fall  into  the  water," 
said  Symonds  doggedly. 

The  ex-Captain  leant  forward  in  his 
chair  and  shook  the  stub  of  a  cigar  in 
the  other's  face. 

"  You're  a  liar  !  "  he  said.  "  What's 
more,  you're  a  fool.  If  I  shot  him  and 
he  fell  into  the  sea,  where's  the  girl  ? 
Tell  me  that  !  " 

"  You  shot  her  too." 

83? 
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Gape  showed  every  indication  of  an 
apoplectic  fit. 

"  W — which  side  of  the  reef  did  they 
fall  ?  "  he  spluttered. 

"  Shore'ard." 

"  Then  if  I  did,  we'll  find  their  bodies 
in  the  morning  !  "  With  which  crushing 
argument  the  ex-Captain  subsided 
fuming  into  his  chair. 

Symonds,  a  clean-shaven,  unhealthy- 
looking  man  who  gave  the  impression  of 
having  seen  better  days,  carefully 
refilled  the  wine  glass  at  his  side. 

"May  be,"  he  admitted, "  if  they 
don't  get  washed  under  the  reef,  or  the 
sharks  don't  get  'em." 

Gape  literally  leapt  from  his  chair. 

"  Who  rowed  the  boat,"  he  roared, 
"  who " 
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But  there  he  stopped,  for  no  apparent 
reason  except  that  Perry,  who  had  been 
recalling  scraps  of  Sullivan,  rose  from  the 
organ  stool  and  came  towards  them. 

Since  their  ignominious  return  from 
the  chase,  he  had  spoken  to  neither  man. 
Words  apparently  had  failed  him,  and  he 
went  for  solace  to  the  organ.  There  he 
had  found  voice  at  last,  and  Gape  curled 
up  like  a  beaten  cur  at  his  approach. 

He  selected  a  fresh  cigar,  lit  it,  and 
flung  himself  at  length  on  a  mat-strewn 
divan. 

"  There  seems  to  be  a  little  difference 
of  opinion,"  he  said,  between  meditative 
puffs.  "  There  need  not  be,  for  in 
intellect  you  are  one — the  biggest  pair  of 
unmitigated  dunderheads  I  ever  came 
across." 
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He  waited  for  the  defence,  but  there 
was  none.  Gape  had  chewed  his  cigar 
stub  to  ribbons,  and  now  started  upon 
his  nails.  Symonds  made  a  ludicrous 
attempt  at  appearing  at  his  ease. 

"  There  is  another  little  matter," 
Perry  continued.  "  I  thought  I  told  you 
not  to  shoot — not  to  shoot,"  he  repeated, 
turning  his  head  on  the  cushion.  "  Isn't 
that  so  ?  " 

Then  spake  Symonds,  with  a  courage 
that  surprised  no  one  more  than  himself. 

"  Gape  says  he  asked  you  to  come  in 
on  this  deal,  not  to  boss  it,"  he  blurted. 

For  a  long  moment  there  was  silence, 
broken  at  last  by  Perry's  musical  laugh. 

"  My  dear  Symonds,"  he  said,  "  have 
you  no  imagination,  no  appreciation 
of  the  ludicrous  ?  Can  you  con- 
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scientiously  and  with  gravity  see  your 
self  or  Gape  '  bossing,'  as  you  call  it, 
anyone  or  anything  ?  Try  to  picture 
the  result — but  no,"  his  voice  broke 
into  a  low,  incredulous  laugh ;  "  there 
must  be  a  spark — just  a  spark  of  com 
mon-sense  somewhere  in  your  anatomy." 

The  two  men  stared  at  one  another 
like  guilty  school-boys.  Perry  raised 
himself  to  a  sitting  posture  on  the  edge 
of  the  divan,  and  reached  for  the 
decanter. 

"  Go  to  bed,"  he  said  shortly,  "  and 
sleep  on  your  performance  of  last  night. 
In  the  morning  I'm  sure  you  will  see 
what  I  mean." 

And  curiously  enough,  they  did,  for 
from  then  onward  there  was  no 
question  as  to  leadership. 


232  THE  RECIPE  FOR  RUBBER 

But  all  that  afternoon,  and  most  of 
the  next  day,  they  searched  the  island, 
the  reef,  and  the  shore  without  success ; 
and  towards  the  evening  of  the  third, 
even  Perry's  composure  showed  signs  of 
wear. 

The  island  was  not  more  than  a  mile 
in  circumference,  and  they  had  covered 
every  foot  of  it.  The  fugitives  were 
dead :  no  other  deduction  was  possible  ; 
and  with  Drummond  had  died  the  recipe 
for  rubber,  a  secret  for  the  possession  of 
which  Perry  had  been  prepared  to  stop 
at  nothing. 

Deliberately,  elegantly,  he  cursed 
Gape  and  Symonds  for  their  stupidity, 
then  for  the  tenth  time  strolled  down  to 
the  cliff  overlooking  the  scene  of  the 
disappearance,  and  sat  gazing  out  to  sea. 
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His  own  words  recurred  to  him — 
"  In  the  scramble,  some  sparrows  are 
left  out."  For  the  first  time  in  his 
career  of  virtual  cannibalism  he  figured 
among  these.  With  a  mental  shrug  he 
disposed  of  the  disquieting  thought,  and 
set  about  planning  the  future. 

His  failure  simply  meant  a  return  to 
Suva  and  a  twelve  by  twelve  corrugated 
iron  oven  on  the  hill  side,  an  endless 
hanging  round  bars  and  billiard  tables 
for  the  casual  fi  mug  '  from  the  C.S.R. 
plantations,  or  a  plunge  into  the  Samoan 
girl  traffic.  This  last  paid — paid  hand 
somely,  but  the  consequences  of  a  slip 
were  so  abominably  severe — he  sighed 
wearily,  mentally  fixed  the  time  of  de 
parture  for  the  next  day,  and  fell  to 
watching  a  shark's  fin  that  was  moving 
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slowly  along  the  surface  of  the  dark 
waters  below. 

It  occurred  to  him  as  strange  that  a 
shark  should  be  inside  the  reef,  and  he 
followed  its  movements  with  languid 
interest  until  suddenly  he  crawled  to  the 
edge  of  the  cliff  and  peered  over. 

On  the  instant  the  dark  object  dis 
appeared  with  hardly  a  ripple,  but  not 
before  Perry  had  seen  that  it  was  not  a 
shark's  fin  but  a  human  head. 

For  a  moment  he  sat  back  in  the  grass 
thinking  rapidly,  then  shook  the  c  knees  ' 
from  his  ducks  and  retraced  his  steps  to 
the  bungalow. 

Under  continuous  assault  the  cigars 
had  reached  vanishing  point,  and  Gape 
and  Symonds  were  giving  their  undivided 
attention  to  the  wine.  He  left  them  in 
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the  dining-room  and  went  to  his  bed 
room,  there  apparently  to  conjure  with 
three  blades  of  grass.  He  placed  them 
carefully  between  his  fingers,  shut  his 
hand,  and  drew  them  slowly  out.  This 
he  repeated  with  extreme  care  several 
times  before  donning  a  pair  of  silk 
pyjamas  and  getting  into  bed. 

It  was  late  the  next  morning  before 
he  confided  his  news  to  the  others.  They 
followed  him  down  to  the  cliff,  seated 
themselves  at  his  request,  and  awaited 
his  commands  in  a  respectful  silence  that 
bore  ample  testimony  to  their  feelings. 

Perry  lay  at  graceful  length  in  the 
crisp  grass. 

"  It  may  surprise  you  to  learn,"  he 
said,  in  the  supercilious  manner  that  he 
seemed  incapable  of  resisting,  "  that  the 
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recipe  for  rubber  is  directly  beneath  you 
at  the  present  moment.  No,  Gape,  you 
are  not  sitting  on  it ;  I  mean  Drummond 
is  in  a  cave  under  this  cliff,  and  it 
remains  for  us  to  get  him  out.  The 
entrance  to  it  is  under  water :  the  girl 
takes  him  food  at  night;  I  saw  her  dive, 
and  she  never  came  up — the  inference 
is  clear." 

During  the  pause  that  followed  this  an 
nouncement,  a  brilliant  idea  scintillated 
in  Symonds'  brain  and  at  last  burst 
bonds. 

"  Cut  her  off,"  he  said  brightly,  "  and 
we've  got  him  !  " 

Perry  sighed  despairingly. 

"  Ass  !  "  he  drawled.  "  Cut  her  off 
and  he  dies." 

"Why?     It'd  starve  him  out." 
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"  Symonds,"  said  Perry,  "  I'm  very 
much  afraid  you're  hopeless.  With  the 
alternatives  of  mere  starvation  with  the 
option  of  terminating  it  at  any  moment, 
and  torture  confronting  you,  which 
would  you  choose  ?  " 

"  I'd  choose  to  come  out  and  tell 
all  I  knew  quick  and  lively,"  growled 
Gape. 

"  Ah,  but  unfortunately  you  are  not 
Drummond,  or  rather  Drummond  is 
not  you :  if  he  were,  we  should  have 
had  the  recipe  out  of  him  many  weary 
days  ago." 

"  Well,  what's  to  do  ?  "  grunted  the 
offended  ex-Captain.  c  c  You're  so  blamed 
smart — what's  to  do  ?  " 

"This  is  'to  do,'5>  mimicked  Perry. 
"  One  of  us  must  get  into  that  cave." 
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Gape  and  Symonds  exchanged  appre 
hensive  glances,  and  Perry  continued 
serenely. 

"  Whoever  goes  will  carry  a  revolver 
with  him — water  will  not  affect  the 
charge — disable  Drummond,  and  bring 
him  out.  It  is  all  we  can  do." 

An  ominous  silence  fell  on  the  company. 

"  The  next  thing,"  said  Perry  lightly, 
"is  to  choose  the  man  for  the  under 
taking.  I  presume  no  one  volunteers — 
I  was  afraid  not.  I  suppose  I  need  hardly 
point  out  that  if  it  had  not  been  for 
my  discovery  we  should  have  been  sailing 
back  to  Suva  to-day  with  our  tails  be 
tween  our  legs — owing  entirely  to  your 
stupidity ;  also,  that  I  might  have  said 
nothing  and  let  you  sail  back  to  Suva 
while  I  remained  to  get  the  recipe  out  of 
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Drummond,  which  I  should  have  done  if 
I  had  stayed  here  to  the  crack  of  doom, 
and  profited  by  it  alone.  Instead  of 
which,  out  of  a  boundless  generosity  I 
acquaint  you  with  Drummond's  where 
abouts  and  allow  you  to  take  your  share 
of  the  recipe — and  the  risk  of  getting  it. 
Therefore — I  claim  to  be  exempt." 

For  one  moment  there  was  silence 
before  a  babel  of  protest  broke  simul 
taneously  from  the  other  two. 

Perry  threw  back  his  handsome  head 
and  raised  an  appealing  hand. 

"  Very  well,  gentlemen,"  he  said, 
"  very  well ;  it  resolves  itself  into  drawing 
lots  :  I  am  equally  content.  I  can  see 
that  in  any  case  it  will  end  in  my  having 
to  do  the  work  myself." 

Methodically  he  picked  three  blades  of 
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grass,  placed  them  between  his  fingers 
and  closed  his  hand. 

"  In  the  good,  old-fashioned  style," 
he  said,  extending  them  to  Gape, "  a 
fair  field  and  no  favour.  Observe — I 
have  nothing  up  my  sleeve.  The  man 
who  draws  the  shortest  straw  makes  the 
first  attempt." 

The  ex-Captain  sat  with  his  bullet 
head  at  a  perplexed  angle,  as  though  by 
careful  study  second  sight  would  be 
afforded  him,  then  leant  quickly  forward 
and  drew  a  straw.  It  was  perhaps  two 
inches  long,  and  seemed  to  alleviate  none 
of  his  sufferings. 

Symonds  tried  to  look  knowing,  but 
the  effect  was  marred  by  his  obvious 
nervousness.  His  hand  shook  as  he 
extended  it  with  a  feeble  smirk  and  drew 
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a  straw  a  bare  inch  in  length.  Perry's 
face  was  expressionless  as  he  looked 
across  at  him. 

"  Symonds,"  he  said,  "  you  are  hon 
oured." 

"  Open  your  hand  !  "  gasped  the  un 
happy  man,  "  Go  on,  open  your  hand !  " 

Perry  obeyed.  On  its  smooth,  white 
palm  lay  a  blade  of  grass  a  good  three 
inches  long. 

"  It's  a  trick  !  "  Symonds  stammered. 

Perry  simply  looked   at  him. 

For  a  moment  the  man  sat  pale  with 
fright,  then  a  slow,  fatuous  grin  creased 
his  sallow  cheeks. 

"  I  can't  swim,"  he  said. 

Like  a  lightning  flash  Perry's  foot  shot 
out,  catching  the  wretched  man  full  in 
the  chest.  There  was  a  sharp  cry,  a 

Q 
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momentary  up-flinging  of  arms,  a  faint 
splash,  then  silence. 

Gape  struggled  to  his  knees  and  crawled 
to  the  edge  of  the  cliff. 

"  He's  gone !  "  he  yelled.  "  He's  gone !  " 

"  Gad,"  said  Perry,  "  then  he  spoke 
the  truth.  Come  and  sit  down." 

The  ex-Captain  obeyed  like  one 
hypnotised. 

"  God  !  "  he  kept  muttering.  "  God  ! 
Why  did  you  do  that  ?  " 

"  I  did  it,"  said  Perry,  "  because  this 
is  business.  That  fool  seemed  to  think 
otherwise.  Can  you  swim,  Gape  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  said  mechanically,  "I  can 


swim." 


"  Then  we  must  draw  lots  once  more,' 
said  Perry. 


"Like  a  lightning  flash  Perry's  foot  shot  out 
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CHAPTER   XV 

A     FATALITY     AND     A     SURRENDER 

OR  two  hours  Drummond  had  been 


alone,  lying  on  the  rocky  ledge, 
listening  to  the  metallic  lap  of  water  on 
rock,  waiting  and  thinking. 

For  two  days  he  had  been  without 
food,  but  the  pangs  of  hunger  were  as 
nothing  compared  with  his  torture  of 
mind.  The  sense  of  security  had  allowed 
other  thoughts  to  crowd  his  brain.  He 
was  safe,  absolutely  safe  as  long  as  he 
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remained  like  a  rat  in  its  hole,  but,  Vera, 

and  the  recipe At  times,  when  he 

thought  of  what  the  little  brown  girl 
had  done,  was  doing,  to  save  her  dowry 
and  him,  of  what  he  had  left  undone,  his 
utter  helplessness,  he  felt  he  would  go 
mad.  Inaction  was  the  hell  of  it.  He 
felt  like  diving  into  the  inky  waters 
below  him,  facing  once  more  that  in 
terminable  passage  of  coral  spears,  and 
fighting  hand  to  hand  for  their  freedom, 
but  what  was  to  be  gained  ?  He  was 
unarmed ;  they  would  capture  him 
without  hurting  a  hair  of  his  head  if 
possible,  probably  feed  and  clothe  him, 
in  readiness  for  the  first  atrocity  that 
occurred  to  Perry's  fertile  brain. 

There  was  one  hope,  and  only  one : 
they  might  conclude  that  Gape  had  shot 
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both  Vera  and  himself  on  the  night  of 
the  chase,  but  again  disappointment 
followed  in  the  very  wake  of  hope. 
There  was  a  disturbance  in  the  waters 
below  him,  and  Vera  rose  to  the  surface 
almost  at  his  feet. 

"  They've  seen  me,"  she  gasped  with 
the  first  breath. 

In  silence,  Drummond  helped  her  to 
his  side,  and  in  silence  watched  her 
tearing  the  coverings  of  banana  leaf 
from  the  cocoanuts  and  bananas  she  had 
brought  and  setting  them  out  on  the 
rock  before  him. 

"  Someone  was  on  the  cliff," she  said; 
"  I  saw  him  lean  over — I'm  not  sure 
who — but  he  can't  get  in,"  she  ended 
gleefully.  "  Come,  you  must  eat." 

But  Drummond  sat  tossing  splinters 
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of  rock  out  into  the  water, where  they  fell 
with  a  faint  plock. 

"  Vera,"  he  said,  "  this  can't  go  on  ; 
no  man  would  let  it  go  on.  You  do 
everything,  think  of  everything,  while 
I  stand  by  like  a  dummy  and  watch 
you." 

"  Now  you're  angry,"  she  reproached. 

"  I  am ;  I  have  reason  to  be — with 
myself.  You're  the  best,  the  bravest 
little  woman  in  the  world,  but  it  can't 
go  on.  I'm  going  to  get  out  of  here 
without  fainting  like  a  woman — some 
how.  I'm  going  to  get  the  upper  hand 
of  those  blackguards — somehow,  and 
we're  going  away  from  here  to  Suva,  to  a 
little  church  I  know  of  on  the  Rewa 

Road — somehow.      After    that "    he 

smiled  down  at  her  anxious  face  close  to 


A  FATALITY  249 

his  in  the  darkness— "  nothing  will  matter 
much,  will  it  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  nothing  will  matter 
after  that,  but  how " 

"  I  don't  know.  It  will  take  them 
some  time  to  find  the  entrance  to  the 
passage,  and  at  night  they  could  never 
see  it.  They  will  be  up  at  the  house — 
but  don't  ask  me ;  I  must  do  something 
or  go  mad.  To-morrow — to-morrow 
night,"  he  added,  more  to  himself  than 
to  her,  and  turned  to  the  food  with 
sudden  appetite. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  night  the 
little  brown  girl's  warm  body  close 
beside  his  own  fired  him  with  an 
impatience  and  a  determination  that  he 
felt  would  carry  him  through  anything. 
Opportunity  was  all  he  lacked,  and  this 
he  would  make. 
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In  the  cave  there  was  little  difference 
between  night  and  day,  only  a  thin 
shaft  of  light  filtering  through  a  tiny 
crack  in  some  hidden  recess  told  them 
that  the  sun  shone  outside,  and  with 
its  first  gray  gleam  Drummond  was 
astir,  feverishly  waiting  for  it  to  fade 
once  more.  There  was  nothing  to  be 
gained  by  haste :  the  cover  of  darkness 
was  essential  for  one  against  three. 

To  pass  the  dragging  hours  he  practised 
swimming  under  water,  following  the 
submerged  passage  further  and  still 
further,  while  Vera  counted  the  seconds. 

"  Fifty-nine,"  she  cried  when  he  rose 
for  the  second  time.  "  You  must  do 
better  than  that ;  it  takes  a  minute  and 
a  half ;  I've  counted  dozens  of  times." 

At  the  third  attempt — he  had  reached 


It  rolled,  and  a  face  with  staring  eyes  and  twisted  mouth  looked  up  at 
them  from  the  shallows." 
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half  way  he  thought — his  out-stretched 
hand  touched  something  soft.  Instinc 
tively  he  turned  from  it  and  rushed 
gasping  to  the  surface. 

"  There's  something  there,"  he  panted, 
clinging  to  the  rocky  ledge,  "  something 
that  gives." 

The  little  brown  girl  slid  from  the 
rock  as  silently  as  a  seal.  Minutes 
seemed  to  pass,  then  the  waters  broke, 
and  she  swam  to  the  ledge  with  some 
thing  in  her  wake,  something  white  and 
half  submerged  that  slowly  rose  and  sank. 
It  rolled,  and  a  face  with  staring  eyes 
and  twisted  mouth  looked  up  at  them 
from  the  shallows,  the  dead  face  of 
Gape. 

They  dragged  the  body  clear  of  the 
water,  and  a  silence  fell  between  them. 
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"  Poor  beggar  !  "  said  Drummond  at 
last. 

"  He  was  trying  to  get  in,"  said  the 
little  brown  girl.  "  Perhaps  it  will  be 
one  of  the  others'  turn  next." 

"  I  hope  not,  for  their  own  sake." 
Drummond  shuddered  as  his  glance  fell 
on  the  lacerated  body.  "  What's  this  ?  " 
A  revolver  was  still  clasped  tightly  in 
the  dead  man's  hand.  He  looked  round 
at  Vera  who  knelt  at  his  side. 

"  Looks  as  though  our  luck  has  turned, 
little  woman,"  he  said. 

*  *  * 

With  the  last  of  the  wine  to  stimulate 
him,  Gape  had  passed  from  sight  under 
the  cliff,  and  he  had  not  returned. 

For  an  hour  Perry  had  waited  in  the 
feoat,  then  rowed  ashore,  to  lounge  in  the 
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deserted  dining-room,  and  ponder  on  the 
consequences. 

Either  the  ex-Captain  had  reached 
the  quarry  and  they  had  shown  fight, 
or  he  had  not  reached  them  at  all.  In 
either  case,  he — Perry — was  satisfied. 
The  whole  matter  of  reaching  Drummond 
had  been  a  ruse,  and  one  that  had  worked 
admirably.  He  was  now  the  only  mortal 
beside  Drummond  and  the  girl  who  knew 
of  the  recipe,  and  he  was  quite  content 
to  bide  his  time.  Obviously  they  could 
not  stay  in  hiding  for  ever,  and  when  they 
came  out — he  was  armed,  and  they  were 
not ;  that  was  all.  In  the  meantime, 
his  present  surroundings  were  far  from 
disagreeable;  He  had  discovered  that 
with  a  little  persuasion  of  the  plantation 
order  Soon  could  be  made  to  cook  and 
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Marama  work,  in  spite  of  their  continuous 
wailings  to  be  taken  to  Suva;  and  for 
the  rest — he  had  the  organ. 

After  an  excellent  meal,  he  passed 
the  evening  by  recalling  Mendelssohn's 
'  Songs  Without  Words,'  and  had  reached 
a  passage  that  was  giving  him  some 
momentary  difficulties  when  a  voice 
came  from  the  open  window  at  his  side 
that  brought  him  nearer  to  showing 
alarm  than  he  yet  remembered. 

"  Keep  on  playing,"  it  said  quietly, 
and  he  obeyed,  only  turning  his  head  to 
meet  Drummond's  eyes  over  a  levelled 
revolver. 

In  a  flash  he  saw  his  helplessness. 

"  Certainly,"  he  said,  "  what  would 
you  care  for  ?  " 

"  That  will  do  nicely,"  said  Drummond, 
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and  Perry  played  on,  thinking  rapidly. 

His  revolver  was  in  his  hip  pocket,  an 
impossible  distance  from  the  keyboard 
of  the  organ. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  suggested,  "  you  have 
no  objection  to  my  brushing  a  mosquito 
from  my  nose." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  have,"  said  Drummond, 
and  spoke  a  few  words  to  Vera  in  an 
undertone. 

"  You  are  most  uncharitable,"  pro 
tested  Perry.  "  How  can  you  expect 
good  music  when — ah  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
as  Vera  entered  the  room,  "  milady  of 
few  words  and  many  deeds,  allow  me  to 
congratulate  you  on  the  effect  of  your 
costume — it  is  ravishing." 

He  broke  into  light  dance  music, 
presumably  to  suit  the  occasion,  but 
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the  little  brown  girl  took  no  notice  and 
continued  her  search  for  firearms,  fol 
lowed  by  the  jabbering  Korean. 

"  May  I  ask,"  said  Perry  presently, 
"  where  you  left  Gape  ?  " 

"Gape  is  dead,"  said  Drummond. 
"  He  was  drowned  trying  to  reach 


us." 


"  Ah,  a  pity,"  sighed  Perry.  "  He  died 
a  martyr  to  a  great  cause.  I  wonder  if 
you  realize  that  to  all  intents  and  pur 
poses  you  are  his  murderer." 

Drummond's  finger  itched  as  it  touched 
the  trigger. 

"  Where  is  Symonds  ?  "  he  demanded. 

Perry  was  looking  out  over  Drum 
mond's  shoulder,  and  suddenly  his 
moustache  rose  in  a  quick  smile  of 
recognition  and  relief. 
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"  He  is  behind  you,"  he  said, "  at 
the  present  moment." 

Instinctively  Drummond  turned,  but 
even  as  he  did  so,  realized  his  mistake. 
He  fired  almost  blindly,  and  Perry's 
right  hand  fell  beside  the  hip  pocket  he 
had  tried  to  reach. 

His  face  was  twisted  with  pain,  but  he 
forced  the  habitual  smile  to  his  lips  as  he 
leant  against  the  woodwork  of  the  organ, 
his  left  hand  gripping  the  flesh  wound 
in  his  arm,  his  dark  eyes  travelling  with 
grim  amusement  from  the  slim,  white 
figure  in  the  middle  of  the  room  to 
Drummond's  stern  set  face  outside  the 
window. 

"  I  must  congratulate  you,"  he  said, 
"  I  am  in  your  hands." 
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A  CONFESSION  AND   A  MIRACLE 

'TTVEE  sun  was  setting  in  a  purple  heat 
haze  beyond  the  fantastic  peaks 
of  Suva  harbour  as  the  launch  sped 
down  the  barrier  reef,  leaving  an  ugly 
scar  on  its  smoother  waters. 

In  the  bows  squatted  Marama  and 
Soon,  silently  watching  the  approach  of 
their  civilization,  and  thinking — God 
knows  what. 

It  was  six  days  since  the  little  party 
had  left  the  island  where  a  solitary  white 
figure  had  waved  them  a  graceful  farewell 
from  the  coral  beach,  and  Drummond 
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had  been  strangely  silent  during  the 
voyage.  Now  that  their  goal  was  in 
sight,  the  first  stage  of  their  journey  to 
'  over  there,'  the  unrest  accumulating 
within  him  during  those  days  at  last 
broke  bounds.  He  left  the  engine,  and 
sat  beside  Vera  at  the  tiller. 

"  I  have  something  to  tell  you,"  he 
said, "  before  we  land,  before  we  go  to 
the  little  church  on  the  Rewa  Road." 

The  little  brown  girl  was  looking 
straight  out  over  the  bows  to  where 
Government  House  showed  a  splash  of 
white  against  the  vivid  green  about  it; 
She  seemed  not  to  be  listening. 

"  I  should  have  told  you  at  first,"  he 
went  on  slowly.  "  I  was  a  coward,  but  I 
thought  it  might  come  back — it  may 
come  back — I  mean  the  recipe;  I  spoke 
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nothing  but  the  truth  to  Perry — I  have 
forgotten  it ;  it  went,  during  the 
fever " 

He  waited  for  incredulity,  contempt, 
but  neither  showed  on  the  face  of  the 
little  brown  girl.  Perhaps  she  hardly 
realized  the  immensity  of  their  loss,  the 
crassness  of  his  stupidity. 

"  Do  you  see,  Vera  ?  "  he  said.  "  We 
have  nothing,  absolutely  nothing ;  I 
have  lost  your  dowry." 

"  I  know,"  she  replied:  "  I  knew  almost 
from  the  beginning.  I  was  waiting 
for  you  to  tell  me." 

"  All  that  your  father  spent  five  years 
of  his  life  to  learn,"  he  said  dully;  "all 
you  were  fighting  for,  and  guarding 
against  Perry  and  the  rest,  was  already 
lost," 
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Vera's  hand  fell  on  his  knee. 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  not  lost,  for  I  have 
you  safe  here:  Nothing  else  matters — 
truly  :  won't  you  believe  me  ?  " 

Drummond  looked  gravely  into  a  pair 
of  pleading  brown  eyes — the  brown  of 
English  wallflowers — and  thanked  God 
for  the  miracle  he  saw  there.  His  arms 
went  hungrily  about  her. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  believe  you,  but 
— it  may  come  back — " 

THE   END 
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Crown  8vo,  304  pages,  6s.     Also  Colonial  Edition,  doth. 

"  Ought  to  be  '  put  on '  as  a  powerful  melodrama." — Dundee  Advertiser. 
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Crown  Svo,  320  pages,  cloth,  6s.  Also  Colonial  Edition,  cloth. 
A  charming  love  story  combined  with  an  interesting  psychological 
study,  turning  on  developments  of  thought  and  feeling  amongst  a 
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that  the  work  of  social  reformers,  no  matter  how  earnest  their  efforts, 
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passions  and  social  ambitions,  and  in  whose  personality  is  seen  a 
reformer  of  the  highest  type. 
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woman  who  has  read  and  thought,  and  has  the  gift  of  expressing  her 
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on  the  book,  which  has  been  a  pleasure  to  read." — Morning  Post. 

"  It  breathes  the  spirit  of  Alton  Locke,  and  Beauchamp's  Career.  .  .  .     This 

book  has  won  our  admiration  for  two  reasons.     It  is  a  good  story,  it  is 

the  work  of  a  serious  thinker." — Dundee  Advertiser. 

'*  .  .  .    It  is,  in  fact,  an  intensely  interesting  story,  and  places  us  right 

behind  the  scenes  where  the  social  reformers  work."— Western  Mail. 

"  The  chapters  contain  descriptions  of  nature  which  are  nothing  less  than 

the  inspirations  of  a  true  artist." — Manchester  Courier. 
"  There  is  much  to  admire  in  the  purity  of  the  diction  and  style." — 

Literary  World. 
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An  Unnatural  Mother. 

By  SLIEVE   FOY. 

Second  Edition,  crow-i  Svo,  248  pages,  cloth,  with  attractive  picture 
wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 

"  To  turn  from  the  weariness  and  vulgarity  of  the  ordinary  English  novel 
to  the  freshness  and  healthy  tone  of  this  story  is  like  stepping  out  of 
the  crowded  streets  of  a  black  country  town  into  the  green  hills,  the 
sunshine,  and  the  pure  atmosphere  of  Ireland." — Freeman's  Journal. 
"The  lover  of  a -bright,  entertaining  novel  will  be  especially  well 
catered  for." — Irish  Independent.  "  Well  worth  reading." — Western 
Daily  Press.  "  Frank  praise  may  be  given  to  this  work,  which  shows 
literary  gifts  and  sound  judgment." — Bristol  Observer.  "  The  denoue 
ment  is  striking,  and  Slieve  Foy  has  enhanced  her  reputation  by  produc 
ing  a  book  which  will  be  read  by  many  with  real  enjoyment." — Dundee 
Advertiser.  "  The  book  makes  for  righteousness  on  the  whole." — Record. 
"  An  exceedingly  well- written  story.  The  book  abounds  with  extra 
ordinary  incidents  told  in  a  fascinating  style  and  with  great  literary 
power  and  dramatic  force." — Dundalk  Examiner. 
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(See  page  11.) 
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Third  Edition.     (See  page  15.) 

*THE  HARVEST.     By  Evelyne  Close. 

Third  Edition.     (See  page  16.) 

A  MAID  OF   THE    MALVERNS  :    A    Romance  of  the 
Blackfriars  Theatre.     By  T.  H.  Porter. 

Third  Edition.     (See  page  17.) 

*THE  FORERUNNER.     By  Elwyn  Thomas. 

*** Awarded  First  Prize  at  the  Royal  Welsh  National  Eisteddfod. 
Third  Edition.     (See  page  18.) 

STORIES    OF    IRISH  LIFE:  Past  and  Present.     By 
Slieve  Foy. 
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My  Japanese  Wife. 

A  Japanese  Idyll. 

By  CLIVE  HOLLAND. 

Sixteenth  edition,   Crown  8vo,   cloth,   with  new  and  attractive  picture 

wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 
8vo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,  6d. 


418,000  copies  of  this  brilliantly  successful  novel  have  been 
sold  ;  the  keen  appreciation  of  its  merits  and  continued  demand  having 
raised  it  to  the  level  of  a  classic. 

PRESS  OPINIONS. 

*'  It  is  written  with  delicate  skill,  and  the  brightness  of  the  scenes  which  Mr. 

Holland  describes  is  captivating."  —  Nottingham  Guardian. 
*'  The  artless,  charming  nature  of  the  central  figure  of  the  story  is  so  well 

depicted  that  the  book  is  always  pleasant  to  read."  —  Scotsman. 
*'  A  dainty  idyll."  —  Glasgow  Herald. 
"  The  whole  thing  is  a  really  wonderful  effort  of  abstraction  from  the  Japan 

of  machine  guns  and  progressive  material  development  in  favour  of  the 

Japan  of  quaintly  limned  fans  and  screens.  ...     A  charming  little 

book."  —  St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  A  charming  little  idyllic  story  of  life  in  Japan."  —  Dundee  Advertiser. 
"  It  is  a  prose  poem  tinctured  with  the  glow  of  the  Orient."  —  Western  Times. 
"  The  book  is  full  of  quaint  humour."  —  Inverness  Courier. 
"  Mousme  (the  heroine  of  this  delightful  book)  is  a  charming  little  figure."— 

Derby  Mercury. 
"  A  charming  little  book  with  which  to  while  away  a  railway  journey."  — 

South  Africa. 

"  Quaint,  bright  and  charming."  —  Courier  (Mass.  U.S.A.). 
"  Pleasantly  and  freshly  told."  —  Bath  Argus. 
"  No  more  exquisite  idyll  has  been  published  for  many  years,  and  the  writer 

is  one  of  exceptional  charm  and  power."  —  Whitehall  Review. 
"  The  volume  is  a  beautiful  fragment  of  the  unusual."  —  Literary  World. 
"  A  unique  and  dainty  work.     In  it  we  breathe  the  land  of  flowers,  and  seem 

to  be  in  another  world."  —  Journal  (New  York). 
"  The  heroine  is  an  admirable  and  whimsical  little  creature."  —  Times  (New 

York). 

'"'  A  dainty  and  attractive  story  of  great  charm."  —  North  British  Daily  Mail. 
"  A  charming  story  of  Japanese  life."  —  Advertiser  (Mass.  U.S.A.). 
"  A  graceful  sketch  with  a  charming  heroine."  —  Bookman. 
"  The  little  book  is  unique  and  delightful."  —  Northern  Whig. 
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Marcelle  of  the  Latin  Quarter. 

A  Romance  of  Paris. 

By  CLIVE  HOLLAND. 

/Seventh  Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  new  and  attractive  picture  wrapper 

in  colours,  Is.  net. 
Svo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,  6d. 

#*+An  exceedingly  attractive  story,  depicting  with  graphic  skill, 
yet  with  a  light  and  dainty  touch  and  delicacy  of  treatment,  the  Bohe 
mian  life  of  the  world-famed  Quartier  Latin.  Grace  and  idealism 
are  imparted  to  an  atmosphere  which  affords  opportunity  for  many 
sympathetic  touches,  while  losing  nothing  in  accuracy  of  detail  or 
realism.  The  portrayal  of  the  various  characters  is  particularly  clever. 

PRESS  OPINIONS. 

"  A  bright  and  charming  story." — Echo. 

"  A  picturesque  and  moving  tale  of  the  Bohemian  side  of  life  in  Paris."— - 

The  Outlook. 
"  Readable,  clean,  and  almost  idyllic,  notwithstanding  the  moral  murki- 

ness  of  the  surroundings  in  which  it  is  set." — She/field  Independent. 
"  The  story  is  interesting,  well- writ  ten,  and  exciting." — Scotsman. 
"  Picturesquely  written." — Western  Morning  News. 
"  A  light  and  graceful  study  of  Paris  life." — Aberdeen  Free  Press. 
"  The  book  is  readable  and  entertaining." — The  Sphere. 
"It  is  a  healthy  book  about  a  somewhat  risky  subject,  and  is  readable  in 

every  line." — Yorkshire  Post. 

"  Interesting  and  well- written." — Birmingham  Gazette. 
"  The  story  is  absorbing." — Literary  World. 
"  A  very  bright  and  charming  romance." — Leeds  Mercury. 
"  Mr.  Holland  has  done  a  clever — we  should   have  thought  an  impossible, 

thing." — The  Bookman. 
"  We  find  unfailing  sympathy  with  the  Quartier's  varied  life,  many  sides  of 

which  are  capitally  portrayed." — Manchester  Courier. 
"  A  very  pretty  story." — Truth. 

"  A  nice,  light,  readable  book." — Morning  Herald  (Sydney). 
"  A  crisp  and  telling  story  .  .  .  safe  to  amuse." — Morning  Advertiser. 
"  A  pleasant,  readable  story." — Review  of  the  Week. 
"  A  story  that  holds  the  reader's  attention  captive." — Dublin  Warden. 
"  A  cleverly-written  story." — Liverpool  Mercury. 
"  Quite  entertaining,  cleverly  written." — Morning  Post. 
"  Mr.  dive  Holland  has  undoubtedly  added  another  admirable  novel  to  his 

list." — Newcastle  Leader. 
'  No  one  who  takes  up  the  book  is  likely  to  put  it  down  till  they  have  reached 

the  concluding  page." — Newcastle  Chronicle. 

"  The  story  is  cleverly  written,  and  well  worth  reading." — Leader  (Melbourne). 
"  A  story  with  a  charming  heroine,  pleasantly  told." — Dial  (Chicago). 
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An  Egyptian  Coquette. 

A  Romance  of  Egypt. 

By  CLIVE  HOLLAND. 

Fifth  edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  new  and  attractive  picture  wrapper  in 
colours,  Is.  net. 

8vo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,  6d. 

sK^An  intensely  fascinating  story  of  Egypt,  reflecting  with  all  the 
skill  of  a  master  hand  the  gorgeousness  of  the  East,  while  the  narrative, 
possessing  the  subtle  glamour  and  spell  of  Egypt,  grips  the  reader 
irresistibly  to  the  end. 

PRESS  OPINIONS. 

"  The  story  is  exciting,  and  we  could  hot  put  the  book  down  unfinished." — 
Star. 

"  A  decidedly  original  story,  well  worked  out." — The  Book  Gazette. 
"  The  interest  is  well  sustained." — Literary  World. 
"  A  well-conceived  tale." — Manchester  Courier. 

"  A  very  readable  story,  full  of  go  and  brightness,  and  never  dull." — North 
British  Daily  Mail. 

"  A  most  romantic,  imaginative,  and  fantastic  piece  of    work." — Ladies' 
Field. 

"  Very  entertaining." — Dial  (Chicago). 

"  The  end  is  very  ingenious,  there  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  book." — Word  and 
Work. 

"  The  reader  is  irresistibly  drawn  on  from  the  opening  to  the  closing  page." 
— Belfast  News  Letter. 

"  Written  with  brightness  and  vivacity." — Bradford  Observer. 
"  A  clever  and  adroitly  written  book." — St.  James's  Gazette. 
"  Well-conceived,  and  just  a  little  startling." — Liverpool  Mercury. 
"  A  very  readable  story." — Lloyd's. 

"  The  interest  is  very  skilfully  worked  up." — Daily  Graphic. 
"  An  'nteresting  and  clever  story." — Argus  (Melbourne). 
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An   extraordinarily  fascinating   volume  of    intense 
interest, 

The  Shadow  on  the  Purple. 

Recollections  of  an  Ex  -  Attache'. 

RECORDED  BY  A   PEERESS. 

Third    Edition.      Crown  Svo,  320  pages,  cloth,  with  attractive  picture 

wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 
Svo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,  6d. 

A  dramatic  and  amazing  chronicle  of  the  secrets,  adventures, 
scandals  and  intrigues  of  a  Foreign  Court.  The  book  is  one  of  breath 
less  interest,  more  exciting  than  the  wildest  imaginative  fiction,  while 
the  events  related  are  true,  though  characters,  places,  etc.,  are- 
disguised. 

"  Has  a  subtle  fascination  which  is  irresistible  .  .  .  has  been  penned  by 
one  familiar  with  the  European  Capitals,  and  with  a  very  good  intuition 
into  the  bye-paths  of  Diplomacy." — Throne  and  Country.  "  Provide 
capital  reading." — Dundee  Advertiser.  "  Splendidly  told." — Freeman's 
Journal.  "  Will  find  many  eager  readers  .  .  .  cannot  fail  to  attract 
wide-spread  attention  .  .  .  few  avowedly  fictitious  romances  could 
possibly  transcend  '  The  Shadow  on  the  Purple,'  in  enthralling  interest." 
—  Vanity  Fair.  "  Of  exciting  interest  .  .  .  more  than  that,  it  is  sensa 
tional,  and  the  reader  has  to  remember  again  and  again  that  truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction  .  .  .  makes  a  strong  appeal." — Bristol  Observer. 
"  The  Peeress  writes  as  one  to  the  manner  bom." — 'Yorkshire  Post. 
"  Immensely  interesting  .  .  .  quite  an  extraordinary  book." — Western 
Press.  "  Related  with  great  spirit  .  .  .  possesses  much  mystery  and 
intrigue." — Morning  Post.  "  There  is  a  suggestion  of  the  '  Prisoner 
ofZenda'  .  .  .  cleverly  handled." — Truth.  "  Incidents  that  are  fitter 
to  be  regretted  than  recalled  .  .  .  asserts  an  intimate  and  familiar 
knowledge  of  events  so  open  to  interpretation  that  he  who  runs  may 
read  between  the  lines." — Field.  "Very  interesting  reading  .  .  . 
,well  written  .  .  ." — Court  Journal. 

14 


12,  Paternoster  Row,  London, 


The  Serpent. 

A  Tale  of  the   Chiltern    Hills. 

By  WINIFRED  MAY  SCOTT. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  288  pages,  cloth,   with   attractive  picture. 

wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 
Svo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,    6d. 

The  scene  opens  in  the  Diamond  Fields  of  South  Africa,,  dhen 
changes  to  the  Chiltern  Hills.  Practically  every  place  of  interest 
in  Buckinghamshire  is  mentioned,  the  many  beautiful  scenes  being 
described  in  graphic  word  pictures  which  are  certain  to  charm  and 
interest. 

The  novel  displays  considerable  skill  in  construction,  while  thei 
plot  is  very  involved.  Seeing  her  lover  (apparently)  killed  by  a  man  • 
she  hates,  and  being,  while  unconscious,  abducted  by  the  murderer,, 
the  heroine  marries  him  to  prevent  his  escaping  justice.  An  extraor 
dinary  tangle  ensues,  complicated  by  the  murderer's  father  taking  his 
place  in  jail.  The  ravelling  out  of  these  complications  and  the  ulMmate 
happiness  of  the  heroine  and  her  lover  provide  a  story  of  absorbing 
interest. 

"  A  thrilling  story  and  a  most  enchanting  picture  of  beautiful  Buckingham 
shire.  A  book  which  should  take  a  high  place  in  present-day  fiction, 
powerfully  written  the  situations  are  most  dramatic,  while  the  charac 
terization  is  very  striking." — Western  Mercury. 

"  A  pleasant  story  of  considerable  promise." — Freeman's  Journal. 

"  Written  with  a  good  deal  of  cleverness." — Western  Mail. 

"  Miss  Scott  proves  herself  a  capable  novelist." — Dundee  Advertiser-. 

"  The  construction  of  the  plot  is  clever.  She  is  unusually  capable."11^— 
Bristol  Times. 

"  Quite  a  good  story." — Morning  Post. 

"  Lovers  of  the  peaceful  places  in  Bucks  will  enjoy  this  novel  for  its  descrip 
tions,  while  those  avid  for  sensation  will  probably  enjoy  it  for  its 
incidents." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"An  exceptionally  fine  story.  Miss  Scott  scores  a  success." — Harrow 
Gazette. 
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The   Harvest. 

By  EVELYNE  CLOSE. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,    320  pages,  cloth,  with  attractive  picture 

wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 
8vo,  sewed,  with  new  picture  cover  in  colours,  6d. 

A  powerful  novel  on  very  unusual  lines.  Helen  Wood,  on  the 
eve  of  her  marriage  to  a  clergyman,  sins  with  a  mutual  friend,  who 
marries  her  immediately,  but  Helen  then  insists  on  their  separating. 
In  the  working  out  of  her  atonement,  the  torture  of  a  soul  imbued  with 
the  keenest  sense  of  honour,  the  lofty  ideals  which  Helen  sets  herself 
the  task  to  regain,  coupled  with  the  fate  of  her  old  lover  whose  life  is 
blasted,  and  the  bitterness  and  trouble  which  the  wrong-doing  brings 
on  all  connected  with  herself  and  her  husband,  there  is  presented  an 
intensely  fascinating  study  of  temperament  which  rivets  the  reader's 
attention  to  the  end. 

"  Its  most  conspicuous  claim  to  a  long  lease  of  popularity  is  its  own  sterling 
merits,  and  the  graphic  touch  with  which  it  works  out  a  deeply  interest 
ing  plot.  From  beginning  to  the  end  the  story  is  admirabty  written. 
Altogether  The  Harvest  is  a  work  at  once  fascinating,  animated  and 
exciting." — Leicester  Post. 

li  The  story  has  charm  and  power,  and  is  a  distinct  promise  of  better  things 
to  come." — Daily  Mirror. 

"  A  novel  of  quite  remarkable  power." — Western  Mail. 

"  Impossible  not  to  feel  a  deep  interest  in  the  story.  Shows  distinct 
promise. ' ' — 'Publishers'*  Circular. 

"  Developed  on  unusual  and  admirable  lines  ;  it  is  an  earnest  and  extremely 

sympathetic  piece  of  work." — Lady. 
"  Has  very  marked  intrinsic  merits.  A  story  which,  once  begun,  the  reader 

will  assuredly  not  put  down  till  the  last  page  has  been  reached.     A 

powerful  novel  to  be  read  for  its  own  sake,  also  for  the  thoughtfulness 

it  will  provoke." — Leicester  Pioneer. 
"  The  main  incident  is  told  with  delicacy  and  reserve,  and  the  story,  though 

painful,  is  interesting." — East  Anglian  Times. 
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A  Maid  of  the  Malverns. 

A  Romance  of  the  Blackfriars  Theatre. 
By  T.   H.  PORTER. 

Third  Edition.      Crown  Svo,  272  pages,  cloth,  with  attractive  picture 
wrapper  in  colours,  Is.   net. 

An  historical  novel,  of  considerable  interest,  which  centres  round 
the  Malvern  Hills,  and  later  moves  to  London,  where  the  leading 
characters  in  the  story  become  directly  connected  with  Ben  Jonson, 
and  with  the  production  of  his  plays  at  the  Blackfriars  Theatre  by 
the  "  Children  of  the  Chapel."  The  author,  who  was  an  Exhibitioner 
of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  obtained  a  Classical  Honours 
Degree,  has  made  a  special  study  of  the  period  with  which  the  story 
deals. 

"  Well-studied  and  well- written,  romantic,  learned  and  weighty,  the  story 
should  not  fail  to  please  readers  of  the  more  studious  sort." — Scotsman. 

"  A  capital  story.  Intrigue,  love  and  romance  are  attractively  blended." — 
The  Field. 

"  Will  appeal  to  a  wide  circle." — Sheffield  Independent. 
"  A  novel  of  considerable  merit." — Nottingham  Guardian. 

"  Well  worth  reading,  and  one  from  which  much  information  and  amuse 
ment  is  to  be  derived." — Literary  World. 

"  On  the  whole  it  leaves  a  very  pleasant  impression." — Bristol  Observer. 

"  A  well- written  and  scholarly  tale  and  much  above  the  average  fiction  of 
the  day." — Aberdeen  Free  Press. 

"  The  tale  is  quaint,  well- written,  and  well  worth  reading." — Manchester 
Courier. 

"  A  romance,  vital,  vivid,  and  abundantly  instructive." — Dundee  Advertiser. 

"  We  must  congratulate  Mr.  Porter  on  what  we  gather  to  be  his  first  literary 
venture,  and  feel  sure  that  the  great  promise  shown  in  this  book  will 
be  ampty  fulfilled  in  the  future." — Hereford  Times. 

"  A  wholesome  book,  with  some  freshness  and  charm." — Globe. 
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PROFESSOR    BOYD    LAYNARD'S    GREAT    WORK. 

"  Secrets  of  Beauty,  Health, 
and  Long  Life." 

Seventieth  Edition.     Revised. 

This  work  has  passed  through  69  English  Editions,  and  has  been 
translated  into  numerous  foreign  languages.  Its  sale  has  been  greater 
than  that  of  any  book  of  its  kind  ever  published.  The  subjects  it 
treats  upon  are  arranged  in  127  chapters. 

Crown   8vo,   Stiff    Wrapper,    9d.    net. 


A    Guide  to   the   Attainment   of  Physical    and    Mental 
Perfection. 

The  Chart  of  Life. 

Professor  BOYD  LAYNARD'S  Great  Work. 

Now  Ready  after  Five  Years  of  Labour. 

It  is  not  a  single  chart,  but  six,  containing  upwards  of  10,000 
references  to  the  key,  and  180  diagrams,  each  with  its  explanatory 
letterpress,  conveying  valuable  information.  Each  individual  is  able 
to  obtain  a  reliable  knowledge  and  study  of  his  or  her  state  of  health, 
peculiar  constitution,  temperament,  etc.,  and  find  a  specially  prepared 
code  of  claily  living,  with  details  as  to  every  conceivable  article  of  food 
or  beverage.  The  charts  also  advise  as  to  daily  exercise,  clothing, 
sleep,  smoking,  alcohol,  bathing,  climate,  suitable  soil  for  residence, 
etc.,  etc. 

In  Stiff  Wrapper,  Size  18  x  14,  2s.  net. 


Secrets  of  Wealth. 


OR 


519  Ways  of  Making  a  Living. 

1.  SPARE  TIME  EMPLOYMENT. 

2.  SCHEMES  FOR  SMALL  CAPITALISTS. 

3.  TRADE  SECRETS  :    THEIR  WORKING,  ETC. 

4.  PROPRIETARY  ARTICLES,  EXPLOITATION,  ETC. 

5.  PATENT  MEDICINES  :    FORMULAE,  ETC. 

22nl   Thousand. 

Croun   8?o,   Stiff    Wrapper,  "is.    net. 
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12,  Paternoster  Row,  London. 

Tears  of  Angels.    A  Novel.  By  HENRY  CURTIES, 

Cheap  edition,  262  pages,  with  picture  cover,  Is.  net. 


The  Triple  Scar.    A  Novel.  By  ELWYN  BARRON. 

352  pages,  with  picture  cover,  Is.  net. 


Stories  of  Irish  Life:    Past  and  Present. 

By  SLIEVE  FOY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  picture  wrapper  in  colours,  Is.  net. 
An  excellent  collection,  by  an  Irish  author,  depicting  the  real 
characteristics  of  the  Irish  people. 

Oscar  Wilde :    A  Study. 

By  R.  THURSTON    HOPKINS. 

With  an  excellent  portrait.     Crown  Svo,  about  160  pages,    2s.  6d.  net 

Rousseau's  Confessions. 

Crown  8vo,  272  pages^  cloth,  Is.  net.        Also  in  velvet  calf,  2s.  6d.  net. 


The  Standard  Guide  for  Wives  and  Mothers. 

The  Wife :  Her  Book. 

By  Dr.   HAYDN   BROWN,  L.R.C.P.,   Edin., 
Fellow  of  the  London  Obstetrical  Society,  Fellow 
of  the  Royal  Institute  of   Public  Health,  President 
of   the    Medical     Practitioners'     Association,     etc. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  316  pages,  2s.  6d.  net.     Also  Colonial  Edition,  paper. 

An  entirely  new  manual,  which  treats  of  subjects  only  too  little 
studied  on  account  of  their  necessarily  delicate  character,  From  this 
book  the  wife  gains  valuable  information,  which  is  imparted  in  a 
peculiarly  kindly,  considerate  and  delicate  manner.  No  phase  of  the 
subject  is  left  unconsidered,  and  the  Table  of  Contents  gives  but  a 
selection  of  the  headings  under  which  much  excellent  ad  vice  and  capable 
instruction  are  given. 

A  complete  syllabus,  giving  the  list  of  contents  and  the 
Author's  Preface,  will  be  sent  gratis  on  application. 
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Rag  Time. 

Poems  of  Military  Life,  Suitable  for   Recitation. 

By   Lt. -Colonel  J.   D.   F.  DONEGAN,  Royal  Army 
Medical  Corps.     Author  of  "Camp  Fire  Song$,"  etc. 

Crown  Svo,  Stiff  Wrapper,  Is.  net. 

Spring   Notes,   and   Other   Poems. 

By  SUSAN  BOSTOCK. 
Crown  Svo,  94  pages,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Poems.      By  JOSEPHINE    V.    ROWE. 

Crown  Svo,  Attractively  bound,   2s.  6d.  net. 
Poems  of  Irish  Life  and    Character,  one  of  which,  "  Macushla," 
set  to  music  (Boosey  &  Co.)  and  sung  by  Mr.  John  McCormack,  has 
proved  enormously  successful . 

Exodus,  and  Other  Poems. 

By  MARTIN  D.  ARMSTRONG. 

Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d.  net. 


The  Choice,  and  Other  Poems. 

By  Mrs.  VICTOR  CAMPBELL. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Three  WorId=Famous  Novels. 

By  the  well-known  War  Correspondent,  A.  O.  HALES. 

McQlUSky.        Being  a  Compilation   from  the    Dirry 
of  Trooper  McWiddy  of  Remington's  Scouts. 
Angel   Jim.      A*Tale  of  California. 
Maid    Molly.      A  Romance  of  Cromwell's  Days. 

Svo,  128  pages,  with  entirely  new  and  attractive  picture  wrapper  in  colours. 

Each  6d. 

Amongst  the  most  brilliant  and  successful  of  modern  novels.  "  Mc- 
Glusky"  is  an  astounding  character  ;  the  gay,  rollicking,  breezy, 
caustic  humour,  the  wild,  free,  unconventional  atmosphere  and 
doings  of  the  hero  place  the  book  entirely  apart  from  all  others  ; 
it  is  one  to  be  read  again  and  again.  "  Angel  Jim  "  and  "  Maid  Molly," 
though  entirely  different,  display  in  a  remarkable  degree  the  author's 
genius  and  versatility,  as  is  shown  by  the  world-wide  demand  for  all 
three  books. 
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